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8 GS E N E, An Inn. 

\ Enter Boniface, running. 

"38 [ Bay-bel! rings. 
Bn. Hamberlain! maid! Cherry! daughte: 
Cherry ! all aſleep, all dead? 

e Enter Cherry, running. 
Cher. Here, here. Why d'ye bawl fo, father? 
D'ye think we have no ears? ek 

Bon, You deſerve to have none, you young minx! 
—The company of the Warrington coach has ſtood | 
in the hall this hour, and nobody to new them to 
their chambers. | | 

Cher. And let 'em wait, father; there's neither 
red=coat in the coach, nor footman behind it. 

Bon, But they threaten to go to another inn to- 
night. _ dee 
Cher. That they dare not, for fear the coachman 
ſhou'd overturn them to-morrow. ¶ Ringing. | Com- 
ing, coming..—Here's the London coach arriv'd. 
Enter ſeveral People wwith Trunks, Band- boxes, and 

other Luggage, and croſs the Stage. 

Bon. Welcome, ladies. | 

Cher. Very welcome, gentlemen.—Chamber- 
lain, ſhew the Lion and the Roſe. 

Exit with the Company. | 
Enter Aimwel in a riding Habir ; Archer as Foat- 
man, carrying a Portmanteau. 

Bon. This way, this way, gentlemen. 

Aim. S-t down the things; go to the table, and 
fee my horſes well rubd'd. | 

Areb. 1 ſhall, Sir. ; ; | 

Aim. You are my landlord, 1 fuppoſe ? 

Ben. Yes, Sir, I'm old Will Boniface; pretty 
well known upon this road, as the ſaying is. 

Aim. O, Mr. Boniface, your ſervant. 

Bon. O, Sir What will your honour pleaſe to 
drink, as the ſaying is? 

Aim, I have heard your town of Litchfield muca 
fam'd for ale: I think Lil taſte that. 

Ban. Sir, I have now in my cellar ten tun of the 
beſtale in Staffordſhire : tis ſmooth as oil, ſweet as 
milk, clear as amber, and ſtrong as brandy, and will 
be juſt fourteen years old the fifth day of next March, 
ola Kiles | 

Aim. You are very exact, I find, in the age of 
jour ale. ; 

Ben. As punctual, Sir, as I am in the age of my 
children: I'd fhew you ſuch ale. ere, 5 
broach number . ou 


* 


„as the ſaying 15,——Sif, yo 
Call taſte my anno domini—l have Jiv'd in Litch- 
field, man and boy, about cight-and-fifcy years, 


* 


) 


Aim. At a meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your 
ſenſe by your bulk. ” 

Bon. Not in my life, Sir: I have fed purely up- 
on ale. I have eat my ale, drank my ale, and I al- 
ways ſleep upon ale. , 

Enter Tapſter with a Tankard. 

Now, Sir, you ſhall ſee. [ f//ing ir out.] Your wor- 
ihip's health: Ha! delicious, delicious—fancy it 
Burgundy, only fancy it, and tis worth ten Gillings 
a quart, | 

Aim. | Drinks.) Ti confounded ſtrong. | 

Bon. Strong! It muſt be fo, or how wou'd we be 
ſtrong that drink it ? | 

Aim. And have you lived ſo loug upon this ale, 
landlord ? a 

Hon. Eight-and-fifty years upon my credit, Sir; 
but it kill'd my wife, poor woman ! as the ſaying is. 

Aim. How came that to paſs ?. 

Bon. I don't how, Sir; ſhe would not let the ale 
take it's natural courſe, Sir: ſhe was for qualifying 
it every now and then with a dram, as the ſaying 
is; and an honeſt gentleman that came this way 
from Ireland, made her a preſent of a dogen bot- 
tles of uſquebaugh—but the poor woman was never 
well after; but, however, I was obliged to the 
gentleman, you know. ; | 

Aim. Why, was it the uſquebaugh' that kill'd 
her ? 

Bon. My Lady Bountiful ſaid ſo—ſhe, good lady, 
did what could be done; ſhe 'cur'd her of three 
ty mpanies, but the fourth carried her off; but ſhe's 
happy, and l'm contented, as the ſaying is. 

Aim. Who's that Lady Bountiful you mentioned? 

Bon. Ods my life, Sir, we'll drink her health ! 
—| Drinks. |My Lady Bountiful is one of the beſt 


of women: her laſt huſband, Sir Charles Bzunti- 


ful, left her worth a thouſand pounds a year; and, 
I believe, the lays out one half on't in charitable 
uſes, for the good of her neighbours. She cures 
rheumatiſms, ruptures, and broken ſhins, in men; 
and the king's evil, chin-cough, and chilblains, in 
children: in ſhort, ſhe has cured more people in 
and about Litchfield, within ten years, than the 
doctors have kill'd in twenty; and that's a bold 
word. 


\ 


her generation ? 


the fineſt woman in all our county, and the greateſt 
fortune; ſhe has a ſon, too, by her firſt huſband, 
Squire Sullen, who married a fine lady from Lon- 
don t'other day : if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink bis 
health. Rs 

Aim. What fort of a man is he? | 


/ 


ind, I believe, have not conſumed eight-and-fifty 
wnges of mettre. 


wa 


| Bon. * Sir, the as well ea-ugh ; favs 


Aim. Has the lady been any other way uſeful in 
Bon. Yes, Sir, the has a daughter, by Sir 1 


} 
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but he's a man of great eſtate, and values nabody. 
Aim. A ſportſman, I ſuppoſe ? 
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little; thinks leſs, and doez—nothing at all, faith 3 — But what money have we left? 


Aim. Bat two hundred pounds. 
Arch. And our horſes, cloaths, rings, &c. Why, 


Bom. Yes, Sir, he's a man of pleaſure : he plays ve have very good fortunes now for moderate people; 


at whift, and ſmoaks his pipe eight-and-forty hours 


together, ſometimes. 


* A fine ſportſman, truly! and marry'd, you 
y? 

Bon. Ay, and to a curious woman, Sir. But he's 
le wants it here, Sir. [ Pointing to bis forebead. 

Aim. He has it there, you mean. 

Bon. That's none of my bufineſs; he's my land- 
lord, and fo a man, j ou know, wou'd not—But, ecod, 
he's no better than——Sir, my humole ſervice to 
you. [ Drinks.] Tho' I value not a farthing what 
he can do to me; I pay him his rent at quarter- 
day; I have a good running trade; I have but one 
_— and I can give her——BJt no matter for 
chat. 

Aim, You're very happy, Mr. Boniface; pray, 
what other company have you in town ? 

Bon. A power of fine ladies; and then we have 
the French officers. 

Aim. O that's right; you have a many of 
thoſe gentlemen : pray, how do you like their com- 
pany ? | 

Bon. So well, as the ſaying is, that I could wiſh 
we had as many more of 'em; they're full of money, 
and pay double for every thing they have; they 
know, Sir, that we paid good round taxes for the 
taking of em, and fo they are willing to reimburſe 
us a little: one of 'em lodges in my houſe. 

Enter Archer. 

cb. Landlord, there are ſome French gentle- 
men below that aſk, for you. 

Bon, I'll wait on em Does your maſter, ftay 
long in town, «s the ſaying/s ? [Ta Archer. 

Arch. I can't tell, as the ſaying is. 

Bon, Come from London? 

Arch, No. , 

Bon. Going to London, mayhap ? 

Arch. No, i 


Box. An odd fellow this -I Bar-Bell rings. — 


I beg your worthip's pardon; I'll wait on you in 
half a minute, Lie. 


Aim. The caaſt's clear, I ſee. Now, my dear eat 


Archer, welcome to Litchfield. 


| 1 
Arch. I thank thee, my dear brother in iniquity. | 


Aim. Iniquity! pr'ythee, leave canting; you need 
not change your ſtile with your dreſs. 

Arch. Don't miſtake me, Aimwell; for tis Rill 
my mazim, that there's no ſcandal like rags, nor 


any crime ſo ſhameful as poverty. Men muſt not 
be poor; idleneſ ' is the root of all evil; the world's | Wednetday laſt. 
wide enough, let em buſtle: Fortune has taken | 
of lente 


the weak under her protection, but men 
are left to their induſtry. *” 

Aim. Upon which topic we proceed; and, I think, 
iuckily hitherto. Would not any man ſwear, now, 
that I am a man of quality, and you my ſervant, 
when if our intrinfic value were known 

Arch. Come, come, we are the men of intrinfic 
value, who can ftrike our fortunes out of ourſelves ; 


whole worth is independent of accidents in life, or 


revolutions in government: we have heads to get i pleaſe; but hold, I have a ſmall charge of money, 
money, and hearts to ſpend it. 


Aim. As to our hearts, I grant ye they are as wil- 
ling tits as any within twenty degrees; but I can 
have no great opinion of our heads trom the ſervice 
they have done ns hitherto, unleſs ic be that they 
brought us from Landon hither to Litchfield, made 

a lord, and you my feryant. 
Arch. That's more than you could exped already. 
3 


x 
i p 


| 


© 


appoint us. 


and let me tell you, that this two hundred pounds, 
with the experience that we are now maſters of, is 
a better eſtate than the ten thouſand we have ſpent. 
— O ur friends, indeed, began to ſuſpect that our 
pockets were low; but we came off with Ying co- 
tours, thewed no ſigns of want either in word or 
deed, " 2 | 

_ Ay, and our going to Bruſſels was a good 
pretence enough for our ſudden diſappearing; and, 
I warrant you, our friends imagine that we are gone 
a volunteering. 

Arch. Why faith if this project fails, it muſt e'en 
come to that. I am for venturing one of the hun- 
dreds, if you will, upon this knight-errantry ; but in 
cafe it ſhould fail, we'll reſerve the other to carry us 
to ſome counterſcarp, where we may die as we liv'd, 
in a blaze. 


| Aim. With all my heart; and we have liv'd juſtly, 


Archer; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our fortunes, 
but that we have enjoy'd em. 


| Arch. Right; ſo much pleaſure for ſo much mo- 


ney j we have had our penny-worths; and had I mil- 
lions I would go to the ſame market again. O Lon- 
don, London! Well we have had our ſhart, and let 
us be thankful : paſt pleaſures, for aught I know, are 
beſt, ſuch as we are ſure of; thoſe to come may diſ- 
But you command for the day, and fo 
ſubmit.— At Nottingham, you know, I am to be 
maſter. 
Aim. And at Lincoln again. 1 

| Arch. Then, at Norwich I mount, which, I think, 
ſhall be our laſt Rage; for if we fail there, we'll em- 
bark for Holland, bid adieu to Venus, and welcome 


Mars. 


Aue. A match! [ Enter Bonifice.] Mum. 

Bon. What will your worſhip pleaſe to have for 
ſupper ? 

Aim. What have you got? 

Bon. Sir, we have a delicate piece of beef in the 
pot, and a pig at the fire. 


Aim. Gov ſupper-meat, I muſt confeſs —l can't 
beef, landlord, . 

cb. And | hate pig. 

Am. Hold your prating, firrah - Do you know 
who you are? a [ Afde. 

Bon. Pleaſe to beſpeak ſomething elſe; I have 
every thing in the houſe. 


Aim. Have you any veal ? a 
Bon. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate loin of veal on 


Aim. Have you got any fiſh, or wild-fowl? 

Bon. As for fich, truly, Sir, we are an inland town, 
and indifferently provided with fiſh, that's the truth 
on't; but then fer wild-towl !l-we have a delicate 
couple of rabbits. | 

Aim. Get me the rabbits fricaſſeed. ö 

Bos. Fricatſeed! Lard, Sir, they'll eat much bet · 


| 


| 


ter ſmother'd with onions. — 
Arch. Paw! Rot your onions. 
Aim. Again, ſirrah!— Well, landlord, what you 


and your houſe is ſo full of ſtrangers, that I believe 
it may be ſafer in your cuſtody than mine; for when 
this fellow of mine gets drunk, he minds nothing- 
—— Here, ſirrah, reach me the ſtrong box. 


4 


| [Bring- 1 
Ai. Here, landlord, the locks are ſealed down, 
f 


Areb. Ves, Si this will give us reputation. [Afi 


ex. 


both for your ſecurity and mine; it holds ſomewhet 


E. 2 
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above two hundred pounds; if you doubt it, I'll 
count them to you after ſupper: but be ſure you lay 
it where I may have it at a minute's warning; for my 
affairs are a little dubious at preſent; perhaps I may 
be gone in half an hour, perhaps I may be your 
gueſt till the b- part of that be ſpent; and pray 
order your hoſtler to keep my horſes ready faddled : | 
but one thing above the reſt, I muſt beg that you will 
let this fellow have none of your Anno Domini, as 
you call it; for he's the moſt infufferable fot—_ 
Here, firrab, light me to my chamber. 

Arch. Yes, Sir. [ Exit, lighted by Archer. 

Bon. Cherry! daughter Cherry! 

Enter Cherry. 

Cher. D'ye call, father? 

Bon, Ay, child, you muſt lay by this box for the 
gentleman; *tis full of money. 


Cher. Money! is all that money! why ſure, fa- | 


ther, the gentleman comes to be choſen parliament-. 
man. Whois he 7 

Bon. I don't know what to make of him; he talks 
of keeping his horſes ready ſaddled, and of going per- 
haps at a minute's warning, or of ſtaying perhaps til: 
deft part of this be ſpent. _ 

Cher, Ay! ten to one, father, he's a highwayman. 

Bon. A highwayman! Upon my life, girl, you 
have hit it, and this box is ſome new purchaſed booty. 


—— Now, could we find him eut, the money were | 


ours. 4 

Cher. He don't belong to our gang, 

Den. What horſes have they ? 

Cher. The maſter rides upon a black, 

Ben. A black! ten to one the man upon the black 
mare z and ſince he don't belong to our fraternity, 
we may betray him with a ſafe conſcience. I don't 
think it lawful to harbour any rogues but my own. 
Look'e, child, as the ſaying is, we muſt go cun- 
ningly to work; proufs we muſt have; the gentle- 
man's ſervant loves drink, I'll ply him that way; 
and ten to one he loves a wench 5 you muſt work 


him t'other Way. | 
Cl er. Father, would you have me give my ſecret 


for his? 

Ban, Conſider, child, there's two hundred paunds 
to boot. ¶ Ringing without. | Coming, coming 
C11d, mind your bufneſs. rie Boniface. 

Cher. What a rogue is my father - My father! 
I deny it My mother was a good, generous, 
free-hearted woman, and I can't tell kow far her 
good-nature might have extended for the good 
of her children. This landlord of mine, for J 
think I can call bim no more, would betray his 
gueſt, and debauci his daughter into the bargain— 
by a footman too 

Enter Archer. 

Arch. What footman, pray, miſtreſs, is fa happy 
as to be the ſubje of your contemplation ? 

Cher. Whaever he is, friend, he'll be but little 
the better for't. 

Arch. 1 hope fo, for I'm ſure you did not think 

me. , 

Cher. Suppoſe I had! « 

Arch. Why then you're but even with me; 
the minute I came in, I was conſidering in what 
manger I ſhould make love to you. | 

Cher. Love to me, friend! 

Arch. Yes, child. 

Cher. Child ! Manners; if you kept a little more 
diſtance, friend, it would become you much better. 

Arch. Diſtance ! __ night, ſauce-box. [ Going. 

Cher, A pretty fellow! I like his pride-Sir ; 
pray, Sir; you ſee, Sir, [Archer returns.] I have 


5 


here, which ſets me a degree above his footman. 


| 


I hope, Sir, you an't affronted. '. 
Arch. Let me look you full in the face, and PIL 
tell you whether you can affront me or no. 


"Sdeath, child, you have a pair of delicate eyes, 


ou don't know what to do with em. 

er. Why, Sir, don't I ſee every body? 

Arch. Ay, but if ſome women had em, they 
would kill every body——Pr'ythee inſtruct me; [ 
would fain make love to you, but I don't know 
what to ſay, | 

Cher, Why, did you never make love to any body 
before ? | | 

Arch. Never to a perſon of your figure, I can af- 
ſure you, Madam; my addreſſes have always been 


and 


confined to perſons within my own ſphere; | never 


alpir'd fo high before. 
But you look ſs bright, 
And are drejs'd fo tight, 
, That a man would ſwear you're right 
As arm was cer laid over. 
Such an air 
Neu freely wear 
Ta enſnare, | 
Ai makes each gueſt a lower: 
Since then, my dear, I'm your gueſt, 
Priythee, give me 2. the beſt 
Of That is ready dreſt. þ 
Since then, my dear, &c. | | 
Cher. Will you give me that ſong, Sir? 4 
Arch. Ay, my dear, take it while it is warms 
( Kiſſes ber.] Death and fire! her lips are like ho- 
ney-comhs. 
Cher. And 1 with there had been a ſwarm of bees, 
too, to have ſtung you for your impudence. 
Arch, There's a ſwatm of Cupids, my little Ve- 
nus, that has done the buſineſs much better. 
Cher. Thisfellow is miſbegotten as well as I. ¶ Ade. 
What's your name, Sir? 
Arch. Name! egad, I have forgot it. Aide. 
Oh, Martin. 
Cher. Where was you born? 
Arch. In St. Martin's pariſh. 
Cher. What was your father? 
Arch. Ot———of——S$t. Martin's pariſh, 
Cher. Then, friend, good night. 
Arch. I hope not. | 
Cher. You may depend upon't, 
Arch. Upon what ? * 
Cher. That you're very impudent. 
Arch. That you're very handſome. 
Cher. That you're a footman. ' 
Arch. That you're an angel. 
| Cher. I thall be rude. 
Arch. So ſhall 1. 
Cher. Let go my hand. 
Arcb. Give me a kiſs. [ Kiſſes ber. 
Boniface calls without, Cherry! Cherry: 
| Cher. I'm— My father calls, you plaguy devil, 
how durſt you top my breath ſo ? Otter to fol- 
low me one ſtep, if you dare. Exit. 
| s . 4 
| Arch. A fair challenge, by this light; this is s 
pretty fair opening of an adventure; but we are 
knight-errants, ang ſo fortune be our guide. ¶ Exit, 


a CT: I 


SCENE, a Gallery in Lady Bountiful's Houſ?. 
Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 


| Archer ſings. 


— 


the credit to be froſted with your maſter' i fartune, 


church ts morning? 


M my dear ſiſter; are you for 
N | 
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Mes. Ful. Any where te pray; for Heaven alone 
can help me: but I think, Dorinda, there's no form. 
of prayer in the liturgy againſt bad huſbands. 

Dor. But there's a form of law at Doctors Com- 
mons; and I ſwear, fifter Sullen, rather than ſee you 
thus contigually diſcontenred, I would adviſe you to 
apply to that : for befides the part that I bear in your 
vexatiaus broils, as being ſiſter to the huſband, and 
friend to the wife, your examples give me ſuch an 
impreſſion af matrimony, that I ſhall be apt to con- 
dema my perſon to a long vacation all its life. But 
ſuppoling, Madam, that you brought it to a cafe of 
ſeperation, what can you urge againſt your huſband? 
My brother is, firſt, the moſt conſt ant man alive. 

Mrs. Sul. The mot conſtant huſband, I grant ve. 

Dor. He never ſleeps from you. 

Mrs. Sul. No, he always ſleeps with me. 
Dor. Hz allows you a maintenance ſuitable to your 
quality. 

Mrs. Sul. A maintenance! Do you take me, Ma- 
dam, for an hoſpital child, that I muſt fit dawn and 


bleſs my benefactors for meat, drink, and cloaths? | 


As I take it, Madam, I brought your brother ten 
thouſand pounds, out of which I might expect ſome 
pretty things called pleaſures. 

Dor. You ſhare in all the pleaſures the country 
affords. 

Mrs. Sul. Country pleaſures! Racks and torments 
Doſt think, child, that my limbs were made for leap- 
ing of ditches, and clambering over ſtiles? Or that 
my parents, wiſely foreſecing my future happineſs in 
country pleaſures, had early inſtructed rhe in the ru- 
ral accompliſhments, of drinking fat ale, playing at 
whiſt, and ſmoaking tobacco with my huſband; or 
of ſpreading of plaifters, brewing of diet-drinks, and 
Millins of roſemary-water, with the good old gentle- 
woman my mother-in-law ? 

Dor. I'm forry, Madam, that it is not more in our 
power to divert you; I could wiſh, indeed, that our 
enitertainments were a little more polite, or vour 
taſte a little leſs refined: but pray, Madam, how 
came the poets and philoſophers, that laboured ſo 
much in hunting after pleaſure, to place it at laſt in 
country life ? 

Mee. Sul. Becauſe they wanted money, child, to 
find out the pleaſures of the town. Did you ever hear 
of a poet or philoſopher worth ten thouſand pounds? If 
you can ſhew me ſuch a man, I'll lay you fifty pounds, 
vou'll find him ſomewhere within the weekly bills. 
Not that I diſapprove rural pleaſures, as the poets 
have painted them in their landſcapes ; every Phillis 
has her Corydon; every murmuring ftream, and 
every flowery mead, gives freſh alarm to love. Be- 
ſides, you'li find, that their couples were never mar- 
ried. But yonder I ſee my Corydon, and a ſweet 
ſwain it is, Heaven knows! Come, Dorinda, don't 
be angry, he's my huſband, and your brother, and 
between both is he not a ſad brute ? | 
Dor. I have nothing to ſay ro your-part of him, 
you're the beſt judge. 
Mes. Sul. O, filter, ſiſter! if ever you marry, be 
ware of a ſulien, filentſot; one that's always mufing, 
but never thinks There's ſome diverfion in a ta'k- 
ing blockhead; and fince a woman mutt wear chains, 
I would have the pleature of hearing 'em rattle a lit- 
tle” Nou you ſhall fee; but fake this by the way; 
he came home this morning at his uſual hour of four, 
wakened me out H a ſweet dream of ſomething elſe, 
by tumbling over the tea-table, which he. broke all 
to pieces. After his man and he had rolled about 
the room, like fick paſſengers in a form, he comes 
flounce into bed, dead as zfalmon into a ſihmonger's 


TRATAGEM. 
nace; and his hands and his face as-greaſy as his flan- 
nel night-cap--Oh, matrimony! matrimony | —— 
He toſſes up the cloaths, with a harbarous twing over 
his ſhouldets 3 diſorders the whole economy af my 
bed; leaves me halt- naked; and ny s hole night's 
comfort is the tuneable ſerenade of that waketul 
nightingale, his noſe. O, the picaſure of count- 
ing the melancholy clock by-a "ſnoring hutband '— 
But now, ſiſter, you ſha!l fee how handſomely, bein 
2 well-ured man, he will beg my pardon. - 
Enter Sullen. 
Sul. My head aches conſumedly. | 
Mrs. Sul. Will you be pleaſed, my dear, to drink 
tea with us this morning; it may do your head good? 
Sul. No. * wal 
Dor. Coffee, brother ? 
Sul. Pſhaw! | | 
Mrs. Sul. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go ta 
church with me? the air may help you. 
Sul. Scrub! F. 
E nter Scrub. 

Scrub, Sir! | : | 

Ful. What day o' th' week is this 

Scrub. Sunday, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 

Sul. Sunday! bring mera dram; and d'ye hear, 
ſet out the veniſon-paſty andya tankard of ftrong 
beer upon the hall-tabie, I'll go to break faſt. 

© | 2 
Dor. Stay, ſtay, brother, you ſhan't get off ſoz 
vou were very naughty laſt night, and muſt make 
your wife reparation, Come, come, brother, won't 
you alk pardot.? THIRSTY 

Sul. For what? | 

Dor. For being drunk laſt night. 

Ful. I can afford it, can't I? 

Ars Sul. But 1 can't, Sir. 

Sul. Then you may let it alone. "> eo 
| Met. Sul. But I muſt tell you, Sir, that this is 
not to be borne. | 

Sul. I'm glad on't; 

Mrs. Sul. What is the reaſon, Sir, that you uſe 
me thus inhumanly? | | 

Sul. Scrub! 

Scrub. Sir! | a 

Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my head. | Ext. 

Mrs. Ful. Have a care of coming near his temp!es, 

Scrub, for fear you meet ſomerhing there that may 
turn the edge of your razor. [Fx it Scrub. —Inve- 
terate fupidity! Did you ever know fo hard, fo ob- 
ae a ſpleen as his? O0, fiſter, faſter! 1 ſhall ne- 
ver have any good of the beaſt til I get him to 
town; London, dear London! is the place fur ma- 
| naging and breaking a huſband. 

Dor. And has not a hutband the ſame opportunt- 
ties there for humbling a wite? 

Mrs. Ful. No, no, child ; tis a ſtanding maxim in 
conjugal diſcipline, that when a man would enſ}.ve 
his wife he hurries her into the country; ano when a 
lady would be arbitrary with her huſband, ſhe weedles 
her booby up to towa.— A man dare not play the ty- 
rant in London, becauſe there are ſo many -@xam- 
ples to encourage the ſubject to rebel. O, Dorin- 
da, Dorinda a fine woman may do any thing in 
London. O' my conſcience, ſhe may raiſe ay army 
of forty thouſand men. | 1% 
Dor. 1 fancy, ſiſter, you have a mind to be trying 
your power that way, here, in Litchfield ; you have 
drawn the French count to your colouts already. 

Mes. Fal. The French are a people that can't 
live without their gallantries. 

Der. And ſome Englifly, that I know, ſiſter, are 
not averſe to ſuch amufements. 
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baker; his feet cold as ice; his breath hot as à fur- 
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it may do as well now as hereafter : I thiak=ene | 
way to rouſe my lethargic, ſottiſn huſband, is to give 
him a rival ; ſecurity begetsmegtigence | in "at people, | 
and men mult be alarmed to make em alert in theis 
duty. Women are like pictures, of no value in, the 
hands of a fool, till be hears men of tenſe bid high 
for the purchate. + / 

Dor. his might a0, Saler if. my es 8 Gn 
derſtanding were to be convinced into a pation for 
vou: buty I believe, there's a natural: averſion on 
his ſide; and 1 fancy, filter, that you don't come 
much behind him, if vou dealt fairly, 

Mrs. Sul. | own itz we are. united erde 
tions, fire and water, But 1 could be contented; 
with a great mary other wives, to humour the cen 
ſorious vulzar, and give the world an apptarance of 
living welt with my huſband, could I bring him but 
to diſſemble a little kindneſs to m me in coun- 
tenance. 

Dor. But how do you know, fiſter, but that i in- 
ſte ad of rouſing your huſband, by this artifice, to a 
counterfeit kindneſs, he ſhould awake in a reat fury ? 

Mrs. Sul. Let him.—If I can't entice him to 
the one, 4 would provoke him ts the other. 

Dor, But how muſt I behave myſelf rm ? 

Mrs. Sul. You muſt aſfiſt me. 

Dor. What, againſt my-ownr- brother? 

Mrs. Ful. He's but half a brother, and _ m _ 
entire friend. If 1 go a ſtep beyond the bounds of 
honour, lgave me; till then, 1 expect you ſhould 
go along with me in overy thing.” The count is to 
dine here to-day. 

Dor. Tis a ſtrange thing, ſiſter, that i can ecke 
that man. 

Mrs. Ful. You [ike nothing; your time is not 
come. Love and death have their fatalities, and 
ſtrike home one time or other. -Vou'li pay for all, 
one gay, I warrant ye. But come, my lady's tea is 
ready, and *tis almoſt church-time. [ Exeunt. 

SCENE, the Tn. 
Enter Aimwell dreſs d, and Archer, 
- Aim. And was ſhe the daughter of the houſe ? 


Arch. The land} rd is fo blind as to think fo; but |. 


dare ſwear ſhe has bet er blood in her veins.“ 

Aim. Way doſt think ſo? 

Arch. Becauſe the baggage has a pert Je- ne- ſcay- 
bn ſhe reads plays, keeps a monkey, and is trou- 

ied with vapours. 

Aim, By which diſcoveries, 1 guefs that you 
know more of her. 

Arch. Not yet, faith. The lady gives herſelf 
Ars, forſooth; nothing under a gentleman. 

Aim. Let me take her in hand. 

Arch. Say one more word o'that, and I'll declare 
myſelf; ſpoil your ſport there, and every where elſe. 
Look. ye, Aimwell, every man in his own ſphere. 

Aim. Right, and therefore you muff pimp for 
your maſter. 

Arch. In thearfual forms, good Sir; after I have 
ſerved myfelf—But to our bufineſs. You are ſo well 
dreſs'd, Tom, and make ſo handſome a figure, that 
I fancy you may do execution in a country church; 
the exterior part ſtrikes firſt, and you're in the right 
to make that impreſſion favourable. 

Aim. There's ſomething in that which may turn 
to advantage. The appearance of a ftranger in a 
country church, draws as many gazers as a blazing 
dar 3 no — he comes into the cathedral, but a 
train of whiſpers runs buzzing round the congrega- 
tion in a moment. Who is he? Whence comes 
be? Do you know him Then I, Sir, tips me | 


out my ſnuff- box, turn myſelf round, bow to the 
biſhop, or the dean, if he be the'commanding officer; 
ſingle out a beauty, rivet both my eyes to hers, ſet 
my note a bleeding by the ſtrength of imagination, 
and ſhew the whole church my concern, by my en- 
deavouring to hide it; after the ſermon, the whole 
town gives me to ber for a ldver, and by perſuading 
the lady that I am dying for her, the tables ard 
turned, aſd the ãn good earneſt falls in love with me. 
Arch. There's nothing in thiss Tam, without a 
precedent ;/ hut inſtead of riveting your tyes to a 
beauty, try to. fix them upon a fortune 3 3 that 3 our 
buſineſs at preſent. f * 
Aim. Pſhaw! no woman can be ad without 


a fortune. Let me alone For a, ener 
Arch. Tom! 5 1 
Aim. Aye! d. Wh 1 


Arch. When were you at ee be fore, pray? 

Aim. Um- l was there at the coronation. 

Arch. And how can you n 2 biefſing by 
going to church now? |. » 

Aim. Bleſſing! Nay, Frank, I ak bot for a wife, 


Exit. 
Arch. Truly, the man is not very — able 
in his demands. [ Exit at the 28 te door. 


Eurer Boniface and Cherry. 

_ Boa. Well, daughter, as the nes is have you 
brought Maxtin to confeſs? ? 

ber. Pray, father, don't put me upon getting 
any thing out of a man; I'm but young, you.know, 
father, and don't underſtand wheedling. 
| Bon. Young! why you jade, as the ſaying id, cath 
any woman wheedle that is not young? Your mo- 
ther was uſeleſs at five and twenty. Wbuld you 
make your mother a whore, and male me a cuck\ 
old, as the ſaying is? I tell you, bis ſilence con teſſes 
it, and his maſter ſpends his. money ſo freely, and 
is ſo müch a gentleman every manner of Van chat 
he mutt be a highwayman. - 

Enter Gibbet in a Cloak. 

Gib. Landlord, landlord, is the coaſt clear ? 

Ben. O,r Mr. Gibbet, what's the news? + 

Gib. No matter, aſk no queſtionsy all's fair and 
honourable—— Here, my dear Cherry, [ Gives ber 
a bag. ] two hupdred fterling pounds, as good as ever 
hanged or ſaved a rogue; lay em by with the reſt 5 
and here—tiree wedding—or mourning rings, tis 
much the fame, you know. Here, two filver- 
hilted ſwords ; I took thoſe from fellows that never 
| fhew any other part of their ſwords but the hilts, 
Here is a diamond necklace, which the lady hid in 
the privateſt place in the coach, but I found it out. 
This gold watch I took from a pawnbroker's wife; 
it was left in her hands by a ann Fey's $ 
the arms upon the caſe, 

Cher. But who had you the money from? | 

Gib. Ah! poor woman! I pitied he- from 
poor lady juſt eloped from her huſband ; the 
made up her cargo, and was bound for Tretand, ag 
hard as ſhe could drive; the told me of her hufband's 
barbarous uſage, and ſo, faith, Ileſt her half a cron. 


But I had almoſt forgot, my 3 en 8 
preſent for you. 


Cher. What ist? nn g 
Gib. A pot of ceruſe, my chez met thok out 
of a lady's under-petticoat Bed © 9447.5 e 

Cher. What, Mr. Gibbet, "WS you” e that 1 
palnt? . 
Gib., Why, you 
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you jade, your deter ont I'm fure 


the verger balf a crown; he pockets the fimon y, and | 
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the lady that I took it from had a toronet upon her 
handkerchiet. Here, take my anf £0 ſe- 
cure the premiſſes. | | 

Cher, L vill fc ens. I- 
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| _ But heark ye, where's Hounſlpw and Bag- 


* They'l1 be here to- night. 

Den. D'ye know of any other gentleman o the 
pad on this road ? 

Gib. No. 

* Bon. I fancy that I have two that lodge in the 
honſe juſt now. 

Si. "The devil! how d'ye ſmoak + 

Bon. Why, the one is gone to church. 

5 To cburch! That's ſuſpicious, I muſt con · 

8. 

Bon. And the other is now in his maſter's cham- 
ber; he pretends to be a ſervant to the other; we'll 
call him ont, and pump him a little. 

Gib. With all my heart. 

Bon. Mr. Martin! Mr. Martin! | 

Enter Archer a Perriwig, and ſinging. 

Gib. The roads are conſumed deep, 2 as dirty 
as Old Brentford at Chriſtmas. A good pretty 
fellow that Whoſe ſervant are you, 3 

Arch; My maſter's. | 

Gib. Really? 

Arch, Really. 

Gib. That's much. That fellow hes been at the 
bar, by his evafions—Bur pray, Sir, what is your 


maſter's name? 
Arch. Tall, all, dall. Sings and combs rhe 
inate Curl | 


perriwige] This is the moſt 

Gib. 4.1 aſk you his name? 

Arch. Name, Sir— Tall, all, dall—I never aſked 
him his name in my life— Tall, all, dall. 

Den. What think you now? 

Gib. Plain, plain; he talks now as if he were be- 
fore a judge n pray, friend, which way does 

maſter travel ? 

Arch. A horfeback. | 
Sib. Very well again; an old offender—Right— 

But I mean, does he go upwards or downwards? 

Arch. Downwards, I fear, Sir — Tall, lall. 

Gib. I'm afraid thy fate will be a contrary way. 
Don. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're. very arch. 
—— This gentleman is only travelling towards Cheſter, 
and would be glad of your company, that's all. 


Come, captain, you'll ftay to-night, I ſuppoſe; . I'll 


ſhew you a chamber Come, captain. 
Gib. Farewel, friend [ Exeunt. 
Arch. Captain, your fervanrt. Captain! a 


pretty fellow | Sdeath! I wonder that the officers 


of the army don't conſpire to beat all ſcoundrels in 


ted but their own. 
Enter Cherry. 


Cher. Gone, and Martin here! I hope he did not 
zen: 1 would have the merit of the diſcovery all 
my own, becauſe I would oblige him to love me.— 
Kart L Mr. Martin, who was that man with my 

? 


Arch. Some recruiting ſerjeant, or whipp'd-out 
trooper, I ſu ppoſe. 

Cher, All's ke, 1 find. [ Afide 

Arch. Come, my dear, have you conn'd over the 
catechiſe I taught you laſt night? 
* Chex. Come, queſtion me. 

Arch, What is love? 

Chery. Love is I know not what, it comes I know 
not how, goes I know not when. 

Arch. Very well, an apt ſcholar. [Cbucks ber un- 
der the thin.) Where does love enter? 

Cher. Into the eyes. 

Arch. And where go out? 

Cher. I won't tell you. 

Arch. What are the objects of that paſſion! 
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| Cher. Youth, beauty, and clean linen. 
Arch. The reaſon. 

Cher. The two frſt are faſhionable in nature, and 
the third at court. 

Arch. That's my dear. What are the ſigns and 
tokens of that paſſion? - 

Cher. A ſtealing look, a ſtammering tongue, words 
v.01 money defigns impoffible, and actions imprac- 
LICA ©. 

Ach. That's my good child; kifs me What 
muſt a lover do to obtain his miſtreſs ? 

| Cher. He muſt adore the perſon that diſdains him, 
he muſt bribe the chambermaid that betrays him, 
and court the footman that laughs at him !w=——He 
muſt, he muſt 

Arch. Nay, chile, I muſt whip you if you don't 
mind your leſſon; he muſt treat hi 

Cher. O] aye. He muſt treat his enemies with 
reſpect, his friends with indifference, and all the 
world with contempt; he muft ſuffer much, and fear 
more; he muſt daſire much, and hope little; in ſhort, 
he muſt embrace his ruin, and throw himſelf away, 

Arch. Had ever man ſo hopeful a pupil as mine! 
Come, my dear; why is love called a riddle ? 

Gher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee; 
and though a child, de governs @ man. 

A Mighty well — And why is love pictured 

Cher. Becauſe the painters, out of their weakneſz 
or the privilege of their art, choſe ta hide thoſe eyes 
they could not draw. - 
| Arch. That's my dear little ſcholar, kiſs me again! 
— why ſhould love, that's a child, govern a 
man 

Cher. Becauſe that a child is the end of love. 
Arch, And ſo ends love's catechiſaz——— And now, 
my dear, we'll go in and make my maſter's bed. 

Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin you have taken 
a great deal of pains to inſtruct me, and what d'ye 
think I have learned by it? 

Arch. What? 

Chevy. That your diſcourſe and your habit are cory 
tradictions, and it would be nonſenſe in me to believe 
you a footman any longer. 

Arch. Oons, what a witch it is! 

Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that gark 
ſhall ever tempt me: for though I was born to ler- 
vitude, I hate it.——- Own your condition, ſwear 
7 love me, and the 
: ed. And then ſhall we "ome my maſter's 

ed? 

Cher. Yes. 

Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a 
gentleman, my education was liberal; but I went to 
Landon a younger brother, fel! into the hands of 
— who ſtript me of my money, my friends 
diſowned me, and now my neceſſity brings me to 
what you ſee. 

Cher. Then take my hand promiſe to marry 
me before you ſleep, and Ill — you matter of 
two thouſand pounds. 

Arch. How! 

Cher,: Two thouſand pounds that I have this mi- 
nute in my own cuſtody; ſo throw off your livery 
this inftant, and I'll go find a parſon. 

Arch. What ſaid you? a parſos. 

Cher. What! Do you ſcruple ? 

Arch. Scruple! No, no, but —two thoufand 
pounds, you ſay ? | 

. Cher. And better. 
| Arch. Sdeath, what ſhall 1 do?——But heark'e, 
child, what need you make me maſter of yourſe.! 


and money, when you may have the ſame pleaſure 


, 


out of me, ind ftill keep your fortune in your own} 

hands? 5 | | 
"Cher. Then you won't marry me? 
Arch. I would marry you, bu. 
Cher. O, fweer Sir, I'm your humble ſervant, 


you're fairly caught. Wou'd you perſuade me that | —— Come 


any gentleman who could bear the ſcandal of wear- 
ing a livery, wou'd refuſe two thouſand pounds, let 
the condition be what it wou'd—No, no, Sir—— 
But I hope you'll pardon the freedom I have taken, 
nce it was only to inform myſelf of the reſpect that 
I ought to pay you. [ Going. 

Arch. Fairly bit, by Jupiter !=—-Hold, hold] and 
have you aRually two thouſand pounds ? 

Cher. Sir, I have my ſecrets as well as 700 — 
when you pleaſe to be more open, I ſhall be more 
free; and be aſſured that I have diſcoveries that wil. 
match yours, be they what they will.—In the mean 
while be ſatisfied, that no diſcovery | make ſhall 
ever hurt you; but beware of my father, 


[Exir. | 
Arch. So—we're like to have as many adventures 
in our inn, as Don Quixote had in his..-Let me 
ſe - two thouſand pounds! If the wench wou'd pro- 
miſe to die when the money were ſpent, igad, one 
wou'd marry her; but the fortune may go off in a; 
year or two, and the wife may live—— Lord knows 
how long! Then an inn-keeper's daughter! Aye, 
that's the devil—there my pride brings me off. 
For whatſoe er the ſages charge on pride, 
The angels fall, and twenty faults befidez; 7 
On earth, I'm ſure, mong us of mortal calling, 
Pride ſaves man oft, and woman too, frem Kar. 
| 8 it. 
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S CE N E, Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 
Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 


embrace thee, now we are friends 
indeed; for I thall have a ſecret of yours, as a pledge 
fax mine—Now you'll be good for ſomething, 1 
ſhall have you converſable in the ſubjefts of the ſex. 

Dor. But do you think that I am ſo weak as to 
fall in love with a fellow at firſt fighr? 

Mrs. Sul. Paw! now you ſpoil all: why ſhou'd 
not we be as free in our friendſhips as the men? I 
warrant you, the gentleman has got to his confidant 
already, has avowed his paſſion, toaſted your health, 
called you ten thouſand angels, has run over your 
lips, eyes, neck, ſhape, air, and every thing, ina de- 
ſeription that warms their mirth to a ſecond enjoy- 
ment, ; 

Dor. Your hand, fifter: I a'n't well. | 

Mrs. Sul. 80—ſhe's breeding already Come, 
child, up with it—hem a liztle—fo--Now tell me, 
don't you like the gentleman that we ſaw at church 
ju nos? | | . 

Dor. The man's well enough. 

Mrs. Sul. Well enowgh ! Is he not a demi-god, a 
Narciſſus, a ſtar, the man i'the moon? 

Dor. O, ſiſter, I'm extremely ili. 

' Mrs. Sul. Shall 1 fend to your mother, child, for 
a little cephalic plaiſter to put to the ſoles of your 
feet? Or ſhall I ſend to the gentleman for ſomething 
for you Come, unboſom yourſelf—the man is 
perfe&tly JV N 4 faw lig when tre farſt 


came into church. 


Mrs. H; ha, ha, my dear ſiſter! let me 


Der. | faw him too, fifter, and with an air that | 
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/ Mrs. Sul. Well faid, up with it. 0 5 
Dor. No forward coquet behaviour, no air to ſet 


him off, no ſtudy d Tooks, nor artful poſture 
but nature did it all | 


Mrs. Sul. Better and better One touch more 


Dor. But then his looks did you obſerve his 
eyes ? = 

Mr. Sul. Yes, yes 1 did — His eyes; well, 
what of his eyes? 

Dor. Sprightly, but not wand'ringz they ſeemed 
to view, but never gez d on any thing but me—and 
then his looks ſo humble were, and yet fo noble, 
that they aimed to tell me, that he cou d with pride 


die at my feet, though he ſcorn'd flavery any where 


elſe. 
Met. Sal. The phyfic works purely How 
d'ye find yourſelf now, my dear? 2 
Der. Hem! Much better, my dear— 0h, here 
comes our Mercury 
Ester Scrub. 

Dor. Well, Scrub, what news of the gentleman ? 
Scrub. Madam, I have brought you a whole packet 
of news. 

Dor. Open it quickly; come. | 

Scrub. In the firſt place, I enquired who the gen- 
tleman was? They told me he was a ſtranger. Se- 
condly, I aſked what the gentleman was? They an- 
ſwered and ſaid, that they never ſaw him before. 
Thirdly, I enquired what countryman he was? They 
reply d, twas more than they knew. Fourthly, I 
demanded whence he came? Their anſwer was, they 
cou'd not teil. And fifthly, I aſked whither he went ? 
And they reply'd, they knew nothing of the matter. 
——p And this is all 1 cou'd learn. \ 

— Sal. But what do the people fay ? Can't they 
gueſs ? 
| Scrab. Why ſome think he's a ſpy, ſome gueſs 
he's a mountebank, ſome ſay one thing, ſome ano- 
ther; but for my own part, I believe he's a Jeſuit. 
Dor. A Jeſuit! why a Jeſuit? 4.8 

Scrub. Becauſe he keeps his horſes always ready 
ſaddled, and his footman talks French. 

Ars. Sul. His footman ! | 

Scrub. Ay, he and the count's footman were gab- 
bering French like twe intriguing ducks in a mill- 


pond; and | believe they talk'd of me, for they Wa 
laugh'd conſumedly. | W's 
Dor. What fort of livery has the footman ? «8 


Scrub. Livery! Lord, Madam, I took him for 
a captajn, he's ſo bedizen'd with lace; and then he 
has tops to his ſhores, up to his mid-leg, a filver- 
headed cane dangling at his knuckles—He carries 
his hands in his pockets, and walks juſt fo-[ Walks 
| in a French air.] and has a fine long perriwig ty'd up 
in a bag Lord, Madam, he's clear another 
fort of a man than I. 
Mes. Sul. That may eaſily be.——-But what ſhalt! 
we do now, fifter? | 
| Der. I have jit———This fellow has a worid of 
fimplicity, and ſome cunning; the firſt hides the lat- 
ter by abundance,u Scrub. * 
| Scrub. Madam. | 
Dor. We have a great mind to know who this gen- 
tleman is, only for our ſatisfaction. 

Scrub. Yes, Madam, it would be a ſatisfaRtion, 
no doubt. 


Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his 


footman, and invite him hither to drink a bottle of 


your ale, becauſe you're butler to-day. | 
Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am butler every Sunday. 
Mrs. Sul. O, brave. fifter! o' my conſcience you 


hone, methought, like rays about his perſon. 


| underitand the mathematics already." Tis the bef: 


z 


to 


plot in the world! Your mother, yon know, will be 
gone to church, my fpouſe will be got to the alehouſe 
with his ſeoundrels, and the houſe will be our own; 
ſo we drop in by accident, and aſſ the fellow 
tome queſtions ourfetves. In the country, you know, | 
any ſtranger is company, and were glad to take up 
with the butler in a country dance, and happy if he'ii 
do us the favour. 
« Serub. Oh, Madam, you wrong me; I never re- 
d your ladyſhip the favour in my life. 
Leer Gipley. 

Si. Ladies, dinner's upon table. 

Dor. Scrub, we'll excuſe. your waiting———Go 
where we — you: 

Scrub. I all. 

SCENE changes to the 2 
- Enter Aimwell and Archer. 
Arch. Well, Tom, I find you're a markſman. 


* 


Aim. A ban !, who ſo blind cou'd be as not 


diſcern a ſwan among the ravens? 

Arch. Well, but -heark'e, Aimwell. 

Aim. Aimwell! call me Oroondates, Ceſario, 
Amadis, all that romance can in a lover paint, and 
then I'll anſwer. Oh, Archer! I read her thouſands 
in her looks; the loch'o like Ceres i in her harveſt; 
corn, wine; and oil, milk, honey, gardens, groves, 
and purling fireams; play's on her plenteous face. 

Avrth,-Her face] her pocket, you mean! the corn, 


wine and oil there. In ſhort, the has twenty thou- 
Has -pounds, that's the Engliſh on't. 1 
Aim. Her e 


© Areh. Are dem}-eannons, to be ſure ; ſo I won't 
ſtand their battery. 5 [ Going 
| Aim. Pray, excuſe me, my paſſion muſt have vent. 
Arch. Paſſion! what a plague, d'ye think theſe 
romantie airs will do pur bufineſs? Were my tem- 
per as extravagant as yours, my adventures have ſome- 
thing more romantic by halt. 
Aim. Your adventures! 
Arch. Ves. 
The nymph that with her twice ten hundred pounds, | 
With brazen engine hot, and coif clear ſtarch'd, 
Can fire the gueſt in warming of the bed. 
There's a touch of ſublime Milton for you, and 
the ſubje@ but an inn-keeper's daughter. I can play 
with a girl as an angler does with his fiſh; he keeps 
it at the end of his line, runs it up the ſtream, and 
down the ftream, till at laſt he brings it to hand, 
tickles the trout, and fo whips it into his baſket. 
Enter Boniface. 


Bon. Mr. Martin, as the faying is——yonder's an | 


honeſt fellow below, my Lady BountifuFs butler, 
who begs the honour that you would go home with 
him and ſee his cellar. 


* Arch; Do my baiſe-mains to the a and | 
tell him T will 30 myſelf the honour to wait on him 


immediately, as the ſaying is. 
Ben. I ſhall do your worſhip's commands, as the 
faying is. [ Exit, bowing obſeqrion fly. 
Aim. What do I hear? ſoft r play, and tair 
Toftica ng! 
Arch. Plhaw! Damn your raptures; I tell you 


here's a pump going to be put into the veſſel, and 


the ſhip will get into harbour, my life on't. You 
ſay there's another lady, very bandfome, there. 
Aim. Yes, faith. © | 
Arch. I'm in love with her already, 
Ain. Can't you give me a bill __ Cherry in 
the mean time? 
Arch. No, uo, friend, all her corp, wide, and oil 
is ingroſs'd to my market. And once more ! 
warn you, to keep your anchorage clear of mine; for 


Tar BEAUX STRAT ACE M. 


the bottom What! make a prize of my lictle fri « 
gate, while I am upon the cruiſe for _ You're a 
pretty fellow indeed Ls | [t. 
Enter Boniface. 


Gs. 


Aim, Well, well, I won't, Landlord ; have Si 
you any tolerable company in the houſe ? I gon t care ti 
tor dining alone. | 

Bon, Yes, Sir, there's a captain below, as the * I x 
ing is, that arriv'd avout an hour ago, 

Aim. Gentlemen of his coat are welcome eyery« na! 
where; will you make a compliment for me, and tell | en« 
him I thould be glad of his company, that's al}. tha 

Hon. Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, wou d ma 

Ain. Fa! that ſtroke was well thrown in j ac 
Lm only a traveller, like himſelf, and would be glad = 

| of his company, that's all. ( 
| Ban. 1 1 your commands, as the ſaying is. Wo! 
- [ Exit, - 

Enter Archer. 

| Arch. Sdeath! 1 had forgot; what title will you — 
give yourſelf? * 

Aim. My brother's, to be ſure; he would never ing 

give me any thing elſe, fo Vit make bold with his las 
honour this bout———Yau know the reſt of your cue L 
cb. Ay, ay, [ Exit. 4 
Enter Gibbet, 4 

Si. Sir, I'm yours. is it 

Aim. Tis more than I daſerve, Sir, for 1 don't tain 
know you. B 

Gib. I don” t wonder at that, Sir, for you never Frer 
ſaw me before I h [ Afide. - A 

Aim. And pray, Sir, how came 1 dy the honour B 
of ſeeing you now? GC 

| Cib, Sir, 1 ſcorn to intrude upon any gentleman in hi 
but my landlord——— tion, 
Aim. O, Sir, I aſk your pardon, you're the cap- A, 
tain he told me of. — 
|  Cib. At your ſervice, Sir. B. 

Aim, What regiment, may I be fo bold? ſayin 

| CGib. A marching regiment, Sir; an old corps. all, 

Aim. Very old, if your coat be regimental. Al 
[Afi de. ]—You * ſerv d abroad, Sir? Bo 

Gib. Yes, Sir, in the Plantations, "twas my Jot as thi 
to be ſent into the work ſervice; I wou'd have quit- Ito he 
ted it indeed, but a man of honour, you knO W — <1 
Beſides; twas for the good of my country that I By 
ſhou'd be abroad—Any thing for the good of one's % vet 

country——['m a Roman fur that. Alt 

Aim. One of the firſt, I'll lay my life. Akut. Ba: 

You found the Weſt Indies very hot, Sir! 
Gib. Ay, Sir, too hot for me. 7 
7 


Aim. Pray, Sir, han't I ſeen your face at Will” 3 

Coftee- hovie ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, and at White's too. 

Aim. And where's your company now, captain} 

Gib. They an't come yet. 

Aim. Why, d'ye expect them here? 

Gib. They'll be here to- night, Sir. 
Aim. Which way do they march? 

Gib. Acroſs the country, —O—he devil's in't if I 


| 


| 


'han't ſaid enough to encourage him to declare——but I 
l'm afraid he's not right, I muſt tack about. [ Ade. st. 
Aim. Is your com y fo quarter ue Lirchbeid? Foig 


Gib. In this houſe, 

Aim. What, all ? ' 

Gib. My company is but Sy ha, The ha! we 
are but three; ha, ha, ha! * 

Aim. You" re merry, Sir? 

Gib. Ay, Sir, you muſt — me. Sir, I un- 
derſtand the world, eſpecially the art of trayelling- 
I don't care, Sir, for anſwering queſtions direQiy 
upon the road-for : POR. ride . A charge 


Ir. 


; 


you fall fou of me, by this light, you Halb je te 


about me. 


n 


% 


Ci. I am credibly inform'd that there are high- 
waymen upon this quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd 
ſuſpect a gentleman of your figure But truly, 
Sir, | have got fuch a way of evaſion upon the road, 
that I don't care for ſpeaking truth to any man. 

Aim, Your caution may be necefliry=——— Then 


I preſume you're no captain? 

Gib, Not I, Sir: Captain is a good traveiling 
name, and ſo | take it; it ſtops a great many fooliſh 
enquiries that are generally made about gentlemen 
that travel; it gives a man an air of ſomething, and 


makes the drawers obedĩent— And thus far I am 


a captain, and no farther. 


. Aim. And pray, Sir, what is your true profeſſion? 
Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe me——upon my 
word, Sir, I don't think it ſafe to tell you. 
Aim, Ha, ha! upon my word, I commend you. 
Enter Boniface. 
—» Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the news? 
Bon. There's another gentleman below, as the ſay- 
ing is, that hearing you were but two, would be 


glad to make the third man, if you'd give him leave. 


Aim. What is he? 

Bon. A clergyman, as the ſaying is. 

Aim. A clergyman |. Is he really a clergyman? or 
is it only his travelling name, as my friend the cap- 
tain has it? 

Bon. O, Sir, he's a prieſt, and chaplain to the 
French officers in town. 

- Aim. Is he a Erenchman ? 
Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſſels, 


1 


Gib. A Frenchman, and a prieſt! I won't be ſeen | 


in his company, Sir; I have a value for my reputa- 
tion, Sir. | 
Aim. Nay, but captain, fince we are by ourſelyes. 
——Can he ſpeak Engl, landlord ? | 
Ben. Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the 
ſaying is, to be a foreigner by his accent, and that's 
all 


Aim. Then he has been in England before ? 

Bon. Never, Sir, but he's mafter of languages, 
as the ſaying is; he talks Latin; it does me good 
to hear him talk Latin. 

Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Boniface ? 

Ben. Not I, Sir, as the ſaying is; but he talks it 
ſo very faſt, that I'm ſure it muſt be good. 

Aim. Pray defire him to walk up. 

Ben. Here he is, as the ſaying is. 

Enter Foigard. 

Faig. Save you, gentlemens bote. 

Aim. A Frenchman !\--Sir, your moſt humble ſer- 
vant. . 

Faig. Och, dear joy, I am your moſt faithful 
hervant—and yours altho. 
Gibs. Doctor, you talk very good Engliſh, but you 
have a mighty twang of the foreigner. 

Foig. My Engliſh is very well for the vords, but 
e foreigners, you know, cannot bring our congues 
bout the pronunciation ſo ſoon. — . 

Aim. A toreigner ! a downright Teague, by this 
light. [ 4fide.] Were you born in France, doctor? 


/ 


t Brudiels: I am a ſubject of the King of Spain, 
Eis. What King of Spain, Sir? Speak. 
ig · Upon my ſhoul, joy, I cannot tell you as 

n 6 
Aim. Nay, captain, that was too hard upon the 
ator, he's a ftranger. 

Feig. O let him alone, dear joy, I'm of a na- 
wa that 
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Aim. Three of four, I believe. [ Afide.. 


oig. I was educated in France, dut I was borned |. 


* 
IT 
Aim. Come, gentlemen, I'll end the diſpute 
Here, landlord, is dinner ready? 
Bon. Upon the table, as the ſaying is. 
im. Gen at door. 
&. eig. No, no, fait, the captain muſt lead, 
Aim No, doctor, the church is our guide. 


Gib. Ay, ay, ſo it a 7 FRY 
; Exit for » Ot 0 5 
SCENE changes to a Gallery , 
Hou Es . 

Enter Archer and . „ ard bugging one 
another; Scrub with a Tankard in his Hand, Gip- 
| fey = at a Diſtance, 

Scrub, Tail, all, dall. — Come, my dear boy 
et us have that ſong once more. 

Arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the family 
but will you be ſure to keep the ſecret? 

Scrub. Pho! upon my honour, as I'm a gentle- 


man, 

Arch. Tis Von muſt know, then, 
that my maſter is the Lord Viſcount Aimwell; he 
fought a duel t'other day in London, wounded his 
man ſo dangerouſly that he thinks fit to withdraw 
till he hears whether the tleman's wounds be 
mortal or got: he never was in this part of England 
before, ſo he choſe to retire to this place, that's all. 

Gip. And that's enough for me. [ZExit. 
Pl 4.9 And where were you when your maſter 
fought? 1 

Arch. We never know of our maſters 5. 

Scrub. No! if eur maſters in the country, here, 
receive a challenge, the firſt thing they do js to tell 
their wives; the wife tells the ſervants, the ſervants . 
alarm the tenants, and in half an hour you ſhall 
have the whole country up in arms 

Arch. To hinder two men from doing what they 
have no mind for. But it you ſhould chance to 
talk, now, of this buſineſs q 

Scrub. Talk! ah, Sir, bad I not learn'd the knack 
of holding my tongue, I had never liv'e fo long in 
a great family. 

Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are ſecrets in all 
families. 

Scrub. Secrets, O, lud !=——but I'll fay no more. 
— Come, fit down, we'll make an end of our 
tankard. Here 

Arch. With all my heart: who knows but you 
and I may come to be better acquainted, eh 
Here's your ladies health: you have three, I think; 
and to be ſure there muſt be fecrets among em. 

Scrub, Secretsl Ah! 4riend-friend !o——[ wiſts 
[ had a friend. 

Arch. Am I not your friend? Come, you and L 
will be ſworn brothers. | 
| Scrub. Shall we ? 

Arch. From this minute - ive me 2 K. 
And now * brother Scrub 

Scerb. And now, brother Martin, I will tell you 
a ſecret that will make your hair ſtand an end 
You muſt know, that I am conſumedly in love. 

Arcb. That's a terrible ſecret, that's the truth 
on't. | 

Scrub. That jade, Gipſey, that was with us juſt 
now in the cellar, is the erranteſt whore that ever 
wore a petticoat, and I'm dying for love of her. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! Are you in love with 
her perſon, or her virtue, brother Scrub ? 

Scrub. I ſhould like virtue beft, becauſe it's more 
durable than beauty; for virtue holds good with fore 
womeh, long and many a-day after they have loſt it. 
| Arch. In the country, I grant ye, wheres no wo- 


is not eaſily put out of countenance. 


- 


| | 8 du baſtard be Found, 


q 
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Scrub. 7 cou'd I bring her to a baſtard, I ſhou d 
have her all to myſelf; but 1 dare not put it upon 

that lay, for fear of being ſent for a ſoldiet Pray, 

brother, how do you gentlemen in London like that 

fame preſſing act? 

Arch, Very ill, brother Scrub is the 
worſt that ever was made for us; formerly, I remem- 
ber the good days when we could dun our maſters for 
our wages, and if they refuſed. ta pay us, we cou'd 
have a warrant to carry em before a juſtice; but 
now, if we tl of eating, they have a warrant. for 
us, and carry us before three juftices. - 

Scrub. And to be ſure we gos if we talk of eating; 

r the Juſtices. won't give their own ſervants a bad 
example. Now this is my misfortune——— dare 
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fellow. Come this wayz I'll throw ont a lure for 
him preſently, -. . 
I They wall a turn towards: the 0 fide of 

; the Stage. Mrs. Sullen drops ber Fan, Ar-, 
cher runs, takes it up, and gives it to ber. 

Arth. Corn, wine, and oil, indeed But I think 

the wite_has the greateſt/plenty of fleſh and blood; 

ſhe ſhould be my choĩce— Ay, ay, ſay you ſo— Ma- 

dam—your ladyſhip's fan. | 

Mrs. Sul. O, Sir, I thank yourr—What a 

handſome bow the fellow. made! | 

Der. Bow! Why, I have known ſeveral footmen 

come down from London, ſet up here for dancing- 

maſters, and carry off the beſt fortunes in the country. 

Areb. [ Aſide.] That project, for aught 1 know, 


not ſpeak in the houſe, While that jade, Gipſey, 
dings about like a fury. — Once 1 had the better 
end of the ſtaff, | 
Arch. And how comes the change now ? 
36 Why the mother of all this miſchief is a 
priett, . gt vi 
| Arch. A prieſt ! F 
Scrub. Ay, a damn'd ſon of a whore of Babylon, 
that came. over bither to ſay grace to the French ot- 
ficers, and eat up our provifions—— There's not 
a day goes over his head without a dinner or ſupper 
ta this houſe, 
Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the family ? 


you introduce me? 1 
Scrub. Ladies, this is the ſtrange geatleman's ſer- 
vant that you ſaw at church te- day; I underſtood 


cellar, that he might ſhew me the neweſt flouriſh in 
whetting my Knives. 


Arch. O yes, Madam; but the ſtrength of your 
lady ſhip's liquor is a little too potent for the conſti- 
tation of your humble ſervant. 


Arch. No, Madam, my conſtant drink is tea, or 


Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Engliſh as if he had iiv'd |a little wine and water; tis preſcrib'd me by the 


here all his life, and tells lyes as if he had been a 
traveller from his cradle. 

* Arch. And this prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted 
the affections ot your Gipſey. 

Scrub. Converted! ay, and perverted, my dear 
friend——for I'm afraid he has made her a whore and 
a papiſt——But this is not all; there's the French 
Count and Mrs. Sullen, they're in confederacy; and 
for ſome private end of their own, too, to be ſure, 
Arch. A very hopeful family, yours, brother 
Serub ; I ſuppoſe the maiden lady has her lover 
too. | 

Scrub. Not that I kn She's the beſt on 

'em, that's the truth on't: but they take care to 
prevent my curiofity, by giving me ſo much buſineſs 
that I am a perfect flave,——What d'ye think is 
my place in this family? _ 1 | 
Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 
Scrubs Ah, Lord belp your filly head !—T'll tell 
vou Of a Monday I drive the coach; of a Tueſday 
I drine the plough: on Wedneſday I follow the 
hounds; a Thurſday I dun the tenants; on Friday 
I go to market; on Saturday I draw warrants; and 
on Sunday I draw beer. — 

Aeb. Ha, ha, ha! If variety bg à pleaſure in life, 
vou have enough on't, my dear brother.—But what 
ladies are thoſe ? 

Scrub. Ours, ours: that upon the right-hand is 
Mrs. Sulten, and the other Mrs. Dorinda. Don't 
mind 'em, fit till, man. 


Enter Mrs, Sullen and Dorinda. 
Mrs. Sul. 1 f heard my brother talk of my 


2 


Lord &imwell, bu they ſay that his brother is the 
finer gentleman, 


Dor. That's impoſſible, ſiſter. 


. Ms. Sul. He's vaſtly rich; and very cloſe, they 
ay. 


Der. No matter for that; if I can creep into his 
In open his breaſt, I warrant him. I have 


heart, 
heard ſay, that people may be guefs d at by the be- 


| haviour of their ſervants; I cau'd with we might 


talk to that fe low. 


Mrs. S#. So de ; for I think ke's a very proces | Dor. 


phytician, for a remedy againft the ſpleen. 
Scrub. O la! O la!-—4 footman have the fpleen— 
Mrs. Sul. I thought that diſtemper had been only 
proper to people of quality. 
Arch. Madam, like all other faſhions, it wears 
aut, and ſo duſcends to their ſervants; tho' ina great 
many of us, lieve, it proceeds from ſome melan- 
choly particles in the blood, occaſioned by the ſtag- 
nation of wages. ; 
Dor. How affectedly the fellow talks How long, 
pray, have you ſerv'd your preſent maſter? 

Arch. Not long; my life has been moſtly ſpent in 
the ſervice of the ladies. —— 


beſt? 

Arch. Madam, the ladies pay beſt; the honour of 
ſerving them is ſufficient wages: there is a charm in 
their looks that delivers a pleaſure with their com- 
mands, and gives our duty the wings of inclination. 

Mrs. Sul. That flight was aboye the pitch of a li- 
very And, Sir, wou'd not you be iatisfied to ferve 
2 lady again? Þ 394) | 
| Arch. As groom of the chambers, Madam, but 
not as a footman. 


Mrs. Sul. I ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as footman before? 


poſt again; for my memory is too weak for the Joad 
of meſlages that the ladies lay upon their 2 in 
London. My Lady Howd'ye, the laſt miſtreſs I ſerv'd, 
call'd me up one morning, and told me—— Martin, 
go to my Lady Allnight, with my humble ſervice; 
tell her I was to wait on her ladyſhip yeſterday, and 


of the affair ſhe knows of, are ſtopt till we know the 
| concurrence of the perfon that 1 know of, for which 
| there are circumftances wanting which we ſhall ac- 
commodate at the old place; but that in the mean 
time there is a perſon about her ladyſhip, that-from 
ſeveral hints and ſurmiſes, was acceſſar; at à certain 
time to the diſappointments that naturally attend 
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| Mrs. 


_ Ha, ha! whete are you going, Sir? 


had been better than ours——Brother Scrub, why don't 


he came from London, and fa I invited him to the 


Dar. And I hope you have made much of him? 


Mrs. Sul. What, then you don't uſually drink ale? 


Mrs. Sul. And pray, which ſervice do you like - 


Arch. For that reaſon I wou'd not ſerve in that 


left word with Mrs. Rebecca, that the preliminaries 


things that to her knowledge are of more import- 


ſelf 


" 
* 
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" Arch. Why, I ha'n't half done. 
Scrub. I ſhou'd not remember a quarter of it. 

* Arch. The whole how d'ye, was about half an 
hour long; ſo * Ig to miſplace two ſyllables, 
and was turned off, and rendered incapable 

Dor. The plesſanteſt fellow, filter, I ever faw— 
But, friend, if your maſter be married, I preſume. you 
fill ſerve a lady? | 

Arch. No, Madam, I take care never 
into a married family; the commands of the maſter 
and miſtreſs are always ſo contrary, that tis impoſ- 
fible to pleaſe both. 

Der. There's 2 main point gain'd,—— My lord! 
not married, I find. [ Aide. 

Mrs. Sul. But I wender, friend, that in ſo many 
good ſervices, you had not a better proviſion made 
for you. 

Arch. I don't know how, Madam,  _L am ves; 
wel as I am, | 

Mrs. Sul. Something for a pair of gloves. , 

Offering bim money. 

Arch. I humbly beg leave 8 [4 — | * 
maſter, Madam, pays me; nor dare I take money 
from any other hand, without injuring his honour, 
and difobeying his commands. [ Exit. 

Scrub. Brother Martin, brother Martin. 

Arch. What do you ſay, brother Scrub? 

Scrub. Take the money, and give it to me. 

__ [ Exeunt Archer and Scrub. 

Dor. This is ſurprifing. Did you ever ſee fo 
pretty a well-bred fellow ?_ W 
. Mrs. Sul, The devil take him, for wearing the 
ivery. - ep 

Dor. I fancy, fiſter, he may be ſome gentleman, 
a friend of my lord's, that his lordſhip has pitch'd 
upon for his caurage, fidelity, and diſcretion, to 
bear him company in this dreſs, and who, ten to 
one, was his ſecond. : 

Mrs. Sul. It is fo, it muſt be fo, and it ſhall be 
fo—for 1 like him. 

Dor. What! better than the count? 

Mrs. Sul. The count bappened to be the moſt 
agreeable man upon the place! and ſo I choſe him 
to ſerys me in my deſign upon my huſband 
| 2 like this fellow better in a deſign upon my- 
feif.” 

Dar. But now, fifter, for an interview with this 
lare, and this gentleman; how ſhall we bring that 
about? | 

Mrs. Sal. Patience! you country ladies give no 
quarter, Wou'd you prevent their defires, and 
give the fellows no withing time? Look'e Do- 
rinda, if my Lord Aimwell loves you, or deſerves 
you, he'll find a way to ſee you, and there we muſt 
leave it=wl>My bufineſs comes now upon the tapis. 
Have you prepared your brother? 

Dar. Yes, yes. 

Mrs. Sul. And how did he reliſh it? 

Dor. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to him- 
_ and promiſed to be guided by me but here 

e 99 
. Enter Sullen. 

Sul. What ſinging was that I heard juſt now? 

Mrs. Sul, The finging in your head, my dear; 
you complained of it all day. | 

Sul. You're impertinent. | 

Mes. Sul. I was ever ſo, ſince I became one fleſh 
with vou. 

Sal. One fleſh! rather two carcaſes joined unna- 

. Sul, Or rather, a living ſoul coupled to a 
ted þody, 4 0 


. 
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Der. So, this is fige encouragement for me! 
| Ful. Yes, my wife ſhews what you muſt do. 
Mrs. Sul. And my buſband ſhews you what you 
muſt ſuffer. | | " 
Sul. *Sdeath! why can't you be filent? 
_ Mrs. Sul. Sdeathl why can't you talk? 
Ful. Do you talk to any purpoſe? 


Mrs. Sul, Do you think to any pu oe? A 
Sul. Siſter, heark'e———{ Whiſpers. Ghan't 
be home till it be late- [Exic. 


Mrs. Sul. What did he Dan ye? 192 

Dor. That he wou'd go round the back way, come 
into the cloſet, and liſten as I directed him But 
let me beg once more, dear ſiſter, to drop this pro- 
ject: for, as I told you before, inſtead of awaking 
him to kindneſs, you may provoke him to rage; and 
then who knows how fat his brutality may carry 
him? 5 "4 

My». Sul. Tm provided to receive him, 
you, Away. | 


4 = 
I warrant 


OY 


A cr Tv. 
S C E N E continues. 


2 * 


| tiful. 
Dor. JEWS, dear fifter | news, news! 

Enter Archer, running. 
Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful. 
Pray, which is the old lady of you three ? 
L. Boun. I am. | 


Arch. O, Madam, the fame of your ladyſhip's 


charity, goodneſs, benevelence, ſkill, and ability, 


have drawn me hither to implore your ladyſhip's help 
in behalf of my unfortunate maſter, who is this mo- 
ment breathing his laſt. | >. 

L. Boun. Y our maſter} where is he? 
Arch. At your gate, Madam: drawn by the ap- 
pearance of your handſome houſe to view it nearer, 
and walking up the avenue, he was taken ill of a 
ſudden, with a ſort of I know not what; but down 


But he fell, and there he lies, 


L. Boun. Here, Scrub, Gipſey! all run; get my 

eaſy chair down ftairs, put the gentleman in it, and 

bring him in quickly; quickly. 4 
Arch. Heaven will reward your ladyſhip for thi 

charitable act. | 

E. Boun. Is your mafter uſed to theſe fits? 

Arch. O, yes, Madam, frequently——I have 

known him to have five or fix of a night. 

L. Boxun, What's his name? 

Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a minute's 

care or neglect, may ſave or deſtroy his life. 

L. Boun, Ah, peer gentleman !-—Come, friend, 


[ Exit with Archer. 
Dor. O, fifter! my heart flutters about ſtrangely, 
I can hardly forbear running to his afſiftance. 


aſſiſtance more than he wants. Did not I tell you 
that my lord would find a way to come at you? 
Love's his diſtemper, and you muſt be the phyfi- 
cian; put on all your charms, ſummon all your fire 
into your eyes, plant the whole artillery of your 
looks againft his breaſt, and down with him, 
Dor. O, ſiſter, I'm but a young gunger; I thall 
be afraid to ſhoot, for fear the piece ſhould recoil, 
and hurt myſelf. 


. Mrs. Sul. Never fear; you ſhall» (ce me ſhoot 


n if yau will. 
C 2 


' [ Exeunt. 


Enter Dorinda, meeting Mrs. Sullen and Lady Boun- 


ſhew me the way; I'll ſee him brought in, myſelf. 


Mrs. Sul. And I'll lay my life he deſerves your | 
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Dor. No, no, dear fiſter, * have miſſed Tow! taken is. and has miraculouſly brought you to your- 


mark fo unfortunately, that T ſha*n't czre for being 
inſtructed by you. ' \ 
Erter Aimwell in a Chair, carried by Archer and 

Scrob, Lady Bountitul and Gipſey; Aimwel! 

dcunter feiting @ Stoson. 

L. Bown. Here, here, let's fee the hartſhorn- 
Urops,-Gipſey, a glaſs of fair water—His fit*s very 
frong—Bleſs me, how his hands are clench'd ! 

Arch. For ſhame, ladies, what d'ye do? Wh 
don't you help us *—Pray, Madam, [To Dorinda. } 
take his hand, and open it, if you can, whiiſt 1 
hold his head. | [ Dorinda takes bis hand. 

Dor. Poor gentleman !J\——Oh--he has got my 
hand within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully— 

L. Boug., Tis the violence of his convulfion, 
child. : 

Arch. QO, Madam, he's perfectly poſſeſs'd in theſe 

. caſes, Hel bite you, if you don't have a care. 

Dor. Oh, my hand ! my hand! 

L. Boaun. What's the matter with the fooliſh 
girl? 1 have got this hand open, you ſee, with a 
great deal of caſe. 4 
Arch. Aye, but, Madam, your daughter's hand 
is ſomewhat warmer than your ladyſhip's, and the 

- heat of it draws the force of the ſpirits that way. 

Mrs. Sul. I find, friend, you're very learned in 
theſe ſort of firs. 

Arch. "Tis no wonder, Madam, for I'm often 
troubled with them myſelf; I find myſelf extremely 
ill at this minute. [ Looking hard at Mrs. Sullen. 

Mrs. Sul. (| Afide.} I fancy I cou'd find a way to 
Cure you. 

L. Boun. His fit holds him very long, 

Arch. Longer than uſual, Madam. 

L. Boun. Where did his illneſs take him firſt, pray? 

Arch. To-day at church, Madam. 

L. Baus. In what manner was he taken? 

Arch. Very ſtrangely, my lady. He was of a 
ſudden touched with ſomething in his eyes, which 
at the firſt he only felt, but — not tell whether 
t was Pain or pleaſure, 

L. Boun. Wind, nothing but wind. Your 
waſter ſhould never go without a bottle to ſmell to. 


— Oh! yt: recovers— the Javender-water--ſome- 


feathers to burn unter his noſe Hungary water to 
. Sub his tempies—(), he comes to himſelf. —Hem 2 
little, Sir; hem. —Gipſey, bring the cordial water. 
-  [Aimwell ſcams to awake in amaze. 

Der. How do you, Sir ? 
Aim, Where am 1? [Ring. 
Sure I have paſs'd the gulf of filent death, . 


ſelf, A you ſee 
Aim. 1 am fo confounded with ſhame, Madam, 
that I can now only beg pardon and refer my 
acknowledgments for your ladyſhip's care, till an 
opportunity offers of making ſome amends. —1 dare 
to be no longer troubleſome. Martin, give two 
guineas to the ſervants. 7 [ Going, 
Dor, Sir, you may catch cold by going to foon 
into the air; you don't look, Sir, as if you were 
perfectly recover'd. 

[ Here Archer talks to Lady Bountiful is dumb 


0. X | 

.Net I ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent 
ilinefs is ſo rooted, that I muſt expect to carry it to 
my grave. 5 5 

L. Bous. Come, Sir, your * OA has been tell. 
ing me that you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the 
air Your good manners ſha'n't get the better of 
ours —You ſhall fit down again, Sir—Come, Sir, we 
don't mind ceremonies in the country—— Here, 
Gipſey, bring the cordial water Here, Sir, my 


| ſervice t'ye—You ſhall taſte my water; tis a cor- 


dial, I can affure you, and of my own making. 
Aimwell drinks.] Drink it off, Sir. -And how 
ye find yourſelf now, Sir? 

Aim. Somewhat better—tho' very faint fill. 

L. Boun. Ay, ay, people are always faint after 
thoſe fits. Come, girls, you ſhall ſhew the gentle- 
man the houſe: tis but an old family building, 
Sir; bug you had better walk about and cool by de- 
grees, than venture inimediately into the air, But 
you'll find ſome tolerable piftures.——Dorinda, ſhew 
the gentleman the way. [Exit.] I muſt go to the 
poor woman below. 

Dor. This way, Sir. 

im. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my ſervant to 
wart on You, for he underſtands pictures very well, 

Mrs. Sul. Sir we underftand originals as well as 
he does pictures, ſo he may come along. 

[Exeunt Dor. Mrs. Sul. Arch.—Aim. leads 


Dor. 
Enter Foigard. 

F:is. Save you, Mater Scrub. 

Scrub. Sir, I won't be ſav'd your way—T hate a 
prieft, I abhor the French, and I defy the devil.— 
Sir, ] am a bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop 
of my blood to keep out popery and ſlavery. 

Fig. Maſter Scrub, you would put me down in 
politicks, and ſo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mis. 
Gipſey, 

Scrub. Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't ſpeak with 


| 


And now am landed on th Elyſian ſhore 
Behold the goddeſs of theſe happy plains, 

Fair Proſerpine--Let me adore thy bright divinity. 

[ Kneels to Norinda, and kifſes ber hand. 

Hrs. Sal. So, fo, ſo! I knew where the fit would 


Am. Eurydice, perhaps | 
How cou'd thy Orpheus keep his word, 
And not look back on thee ? 


No treaſure but thyſelf cou'd ſure have 


brib'd him 

To look. one minute of thee. 
L. Bown, Deiirious, poor gentleman ! 
Arch. Verydelirious, Madam; very delirious. 
Aim. Martin's voice, I think. | 
Arch. Yes, my lord. How does your lordſhip ? 
L. Beun. Lord! did you mind\chat, girls? 
Aim, Where am I? 
Arch. In very good hands, Sir...-You were taker 


juft naw with one of your ald fits, under the trees, 


Just by this good lady's houſe z her ladyihip had you 


her. She's fick, Sir; ſhe's gone abroad, Sir; ſhe's — 


N months ago, Sir. | 
Enter Gipſ:y. 
Gip. How now, impudence! How dare you talk 


ſo ſaucily to the doctor? — Pray, Sir, don't take it 
ill; for the common people of England are not ſo 
civil to ſtrangers, as | 

Scrub. You lye, you lye—'tis the common peo- 
ple, ſuch as you are, that are civileſt to Grangers. 

Gip. Sirrah, 1 have a good mind to—Get you 
out, | ſay. | 

Scrub. I won't. * 
; Gip. You won't, ſauce-box Pray, doctor, what 
be the captain's name that came to your inn laſt 
night? | 

%. The captain! ah, the devil! there ſhe 
hampers me again; the captain has me on one 
fide, and the prieſt on Cother—So between the 
gown and ſword I haye fine time on't. [ Gging- 

Gip. What, firrah, won't you mareh ? : 

Scrub. No, my dear, I won't march t II 
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walk-—And I'll make bold to liſten a little too. | 
[Cees bebind thi fide-ſcene, and liftens. 

Gp. Indeed, doctor, the count has been barba- 
rouſly treated, that's the truth ont. | 

Foig. Ah, Mrs. Gipfey, upon my ſhoul, now 
gra, his complainings would mollity the marrow in 
your bones, and move the bowels of your commite- 
ration; he weeps, and he dances, and he fifties, and 
he ſwears, and he laughs, and he ftamps, and he 
fings; in eoncluſfion, joy, he's afflicted, 2 la Fran- 
gon, and a ſtranger wou'd not know whider to cry 
or to laugh with him. | 

Gip. What wou'd you have me do, doctor? 

F:ig. Noting joy, but only hide the count in 
Mrs. Ellen's cloſet, when it is dark. 

Gip. Nothing! Is that nothing? It would be 
both a fin and a ſhame, doctor. 

Foig. Here are twenty louidores, joy, for your 
ſhame; and I will give you aa abſolution for the 
ſhin, | 
Gip. But won't that money look like a bribe? 
Forg. Dat is according as m= ſhall tauk it. lf 
you receive the money before hand, "twill be logice, 
a bribe; but if you ſtay till afterwards, "twill be 
only a gratification, | 

Gip. Well, doctor, I'll take it logice.———But 
what muſt 1 do with my conſcience, Sir? 

Foig. Leave dat wid me, joy; I am your prick, 
gra; and your conſcience is under my hands. 

Gip« Bat ſhould I put the count into the cloſet— 

Foig. Vell, is dere any ſhin for a man's being in 
a cloſhet? One _ go to prayers into a cloſhet. 

Gip. But if the lady ſhou'd come into her cham- 
ber, and go to bed? Ri 

Foig, Vel, and is dere any ſhin in going to bed, 
Joy ? 


ip. Ay, but if the parties ſhou'd meet, doctor? 


Feig. Vel den—the parties muſt be reſponfi ble. 
— Do you be gone after putting the count into the 
cloſet ; and leave the ſhins wid themſelves. -l will 
come with the count, to inſtruft you in your cham- 
ber. | , 

Gip. Well, doctor, your religion is ſo pure—that 
I'm reſolved to die a martyr to't.— Here's the key 
of the garden-door; come in the back way, when 
tis late lll be ready to receive you; but don't ſo 

much as whiſper, only take hold of my hand; I'll 
lead you, and do you lead the count, and follow 


me. _ [ Exeunt. 
Enter Scrub. 
Scrub. What witchcraft now have theſe two imps 


of the devil been a hatching here? There's twenty 


louidores ; I heard that, and ſaw the purſe; but 1| 


muſt give room to my betters. | 
Enter Mrs. Sullen and Archer. | 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, [To Archer. ] how d'ye lik 
that piece? todd. 

Arch. O, tis Led. ou find, Madam, how 
Jupiter came diſguis'd to make love 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, what head is that in the 
corner, there? | 

Arch. O Madam, *tis poor Ovid in his exile. 

Mrs. Sul. What was he baniſh'd for? es 

Ach. His ambitious love, Madam. [ Bozwing. ] 
His misfortune touches me. 

Mrs. Sul. Was he ſucceſsful in his amours ? 

Arcb. There he has left us in phe dark He was 
too much a gentleman to tell. 

Mrs. Sul. If he were ſecret, I pity him. 
Arc. If he were fucceſsful, I envy him. 

Mr: Sul. How dye like that Venus over the 
chimney ? | | 


TRATAG EM. T5 
your picture; but, now I look again, tis not hand- 
F 
rs. Sul, 5 a charm is 1 If 
would fee my picture, there it is, over — 
— How d'ye like it? ö | 
Arch. 1 muſt admire any thing, Madam, that 
has the leaſt reſemblance of you.—-But, methinks, 
Madam — [ He looks at the picture and Mrs. Sullen, 
| three or four timer, by turns. ] Pray, Madam, who 
drew it | 
Mrs. Sul. A famous hand, Sir. IE 
[Here Aimwell and Dorinda go off. 
Arch. A famous hand, Madam !-— Your eyes, in- 
deed, are featured here; but where's the ſparkling 
moiſture, ſhining fluid, in which they ſwim? The 
picture, indeed, has your dimples; but where's the 
ſwarm of killing Cupids that ſhould ambuſh there? 
The lips, too, are figured out; but where's the car- 
nation dew, the pouting ripeneſs, that tempts the 
taſte in the original? | 
Mrs. Sal. Had it been my lot to have match'd 
with ſuch a man! [ Afide. 

Arch.” Your yeaſts too, preſumptuous man; 
what, paint heaven! A-propos, Madam, in the 
very next picture is Salmonius, that was ftruck 
dead with lightning, for offering to imitate Jove's 
thunder; I hope you ſerv'd the painter ſo, Madam. 

Mrs. Sul. Had my eyes the power of thunder, 
they ſhou'd employ their lightning better... 
Arch. There's the fine& bed in that room, 
Madam; I ſuppoſe tis your ladyſhip's bed-chamber. 

Mrs. Sul. And what then, Sir ? 2 
Arch. I think the quilt is the richeſt that I ever 
| faw— can't at this diftance, Madam, diſtinguiſh 

the figures of the embroidery. Will you give me 
leave, Madam ? 831.4 * 43»; 
Mrs. Sul. The devil take his impudence—Sure, 
if I gave him an apportunity, he durſt not be rue. 
I have a great mind to try [Ging Returns. ] 
'Sdeath ! what am I doing !J=——Ard alone too 
Siſter, faſter ! 
| Arch. I'll follow her cloſe=—— | 
For where a Frenchman durſt attempt to ſtorm, 
A Briton, ſure, may well the work perform. 

ain 
| Enter Scrub, Nur. 

Scrub. Martin! Brother Martin! * 

Arcb. O brother Scrub, I beg your pardon, I was 
not a going: here's a guinea my maſter order'd you, 
Scrub. A guinea! hi, hi, bi, a guinea! eh—by 
this light it is a guinea; but | ſuppoſe you expe 
twenty ſhillings in change. | 
Arch. Not at all; I have another for Gipſey. 
| Scrub. A guinea for her! Fire and faggot for the 

witchon——Sir, give me that guinea, and I'll diſ- 
cover a plot. 0 

Arch. A plot! 

Scrub. Ay, Sir, a plot, a horrid plot—Firft, it 
muſt be a plot, becauſe there's a woman in't; ſe- 
conely, it muſt be a plot, becauſe there's a prieſt 
in't; thirdly, it muſt be a plot, becauſe there's 
French gold in't; and fourthly, it muſt be a ploy 
becauſe, I don't know what to make on't. 62-5 
, ww yl Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, brother 
Scrub. 

Scrub. Truly I'm afraid fo too; for where there's 
a prieſt and a woman, there's always a myſtery and 
— THH 1 know, that here has been the 
doctor with a temptation in one hand, and an abſo- 
ow 5 8 and Gipſey has ſold herſelf to 
the devil; I ſaw the price paid down, e 

take their oath on't. 8 n 1 * 


1 


Arch. Venus! 1 roteft, Madam, I took it for 


Arch. And js all this buſtle about Gipſey? 


my lady's marmalade in the cloſer. 


16 Tat BEAUX 
Son. That's not all; I could bear but a word 
here and there; but I remember they mentioned a 
<ourit, à cloſer, a back - door, and a key. 

.. Arch. The count! did you hear nothing of Mrs. 
Sullen ? 

' Sera. I Bid hear Come word that founded that 
way : but whether it was Sullen or Dorinda, I cou'd 
not diſtinguiſh. - Ar 

Arche. You have told this matter to nobody, 
brother ? 

Scrub, Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm 
feſolv's never to ſpeak one word, pro nor con, till 
we have a peace. 

Arch.. You're i'th' right, brother Scrub. Here's 
a treaty a-foot between the count and the lady. 
The prieft and the chamber-maid are plenipotenti- 
aries—I[t ſhall go hard but Il find a way to be 
included in the treaty. Where's the doctor now ? 

Scrub. He and Gipſey are this moment devouring 


Aim. {From wvithoar.) Martin, Martin! 
Arch. I come, Sir, I come, t | 
_ Serwhs But you forget the other guinea, brother 
Martin, 
Arb. Here, I give it with all my heart. 

Scrub. And | take it with all my foul.—f Exeunt 

JI cod, I'll ſpoil your plotting, Mrs. 

Gipſey z and if you ſhou'd fet the captain upon me, 
theſe twa guineas will buy me off. ſ Exit. 
Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 
; Ars. Sul. Well, fifter. F 

Dor. And well, ſiſter. 

Ms. Sal. What's become of my lord! 
Dor. What's become of his ſervant ? 

Mrs. Sul. Servant! He's a prettier fellow, and a 
finer gentleman by fifty degrees, than his maſter. 

Der. 0 my 
fellow at the gallows foot. 

Mrs. Sal. O my conſcience, I could, provided I 
co ld put a friend of yours in the room. 

Dor. You deſii'd me, tiſter, to leave you, when 
you tranſgreſs'd the bounds of honour. 

. Mrs. Sud, Thou dear, cenſorious, country girl— 
What dot mean! You can't think of the man 
wxihout the bedfellow, I find. 

Dor. I don't find any thing unnatural in that 
thought; while the mind is conveffant with fleſh 
and bloed, it muſt conform to the humours of the 
company. | 

* Mrs. Sul. How a little love and converſation im- 
prove a woman! Why, child, you begin to live. 
You never ſpoke betcore, 

Dor. Becvuſe I was never ſpoke to before: my 
tors has told me, that I have more wit and beauty 
than of my ſex; and truly I begin to think 
the man is fincere. = 

Mrs. Sul. You're in the right, Dorinda; pride 
is the life of a woman, and flattery is our _ 
bread. But I'Il lay you @ guinez that I had finer 
things ſaid to me than you bad. . 

Der. Done.— What did your fellow fay toye? + 

Met. Sal. My fellow took the picture of Venus 
for mine. t | 

Dor. But ry lover took me for Venus herſelf. 

Mrs. Sul. Common cant ! Had my ſpark call'd 
me a Venus directly, I-ſhould have believed him to 
be a footman in god earneſt. | 

Dor. But my lover was upon his knees to me. 

Mrs: Sul. And mine was upob his tiptoes $0 me. 

Dir. Mine vowed to die for me. | 

Mrs. Sul. Mine ſwore to die with me. 

Der. Mine kiſs'd my hand ten thouſand times. 


| 


rence, I fancy you cou'd beg that | 
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| Dor. Mine Ipoke the ſofteſt, moving things. - 

Mrs. Suk Mine bad his moving things too, 

Dor. Mine offered marriage. . 

Mrs. Sal. O Lard! D'ye call that a moving 
thing? 

Dor. The ſharpeſt arrow in his quiver, my dear 
ſiſter: Why, my twenty thouſand pounds may lie 
brooding here this ſeven years, and have nothing at 
laſt but fome ill-natur'd clown like yours :—where- 
as, if I marry my Lord Aimwell, there will be title, 
place, and precedence; the park, the play, and the 
drawing-room; ſplendor, equipage, noiſe, and flam - 
beaux—Hey, my Lady Aimwell's ſervants there 
Lights, light to the ſtaits—My Lady Aimwell's 
coach; put forward—Starid by; make room for her 
4adyſhip—Are not theſe things moving? What, 
melancholy of a ſudden! * vm 

Mrs. Sul. Happy, happy ſiſter! Your angel has 
been watchful for your happineſs, whilt mine has 
„ of his charge—Long ſmiling years 
of cireling joys for you; but not one bour for me! 

— 7 | [ Weeps. 
2 2 Come, my dear, we'll talk on ſomething 
®. * ( 8 - 

Mrs. Sul. O Dorinda, I own myſelf a woman, 
full of my ſex, a gentle, generous foul: And muſt 
the fair apartment of my breaſt be made a ftable for 
a brute to lie in? 

Dor. Meaning your buſband, I ſuppoſe. 

Mr: Sul. Hulband' No—Even huſband is too 
foft a name for him—But come, I expect my bro- 
ther here to-night or to-morrow: he was abroad 
when my father marry'd me; perhaps he'll find a 
way to make me eaſy. 

or. Will you promiſe not to make yourſelf eaſy, 

in the mean time, with my lord's friend? 
| Mrs. Ful. You miſtake me, ſiſter It happens 
with us, as among the men, the greateſt talkers are 
the greateſt cowards: and there's a reaſon for it; 
thoſe tpirit? evaporate in prattle, which might do 
more miſchief if theytook another courſe— Though, 
to confeſs the truth, I do love that fellow ;—and if 
met him dreſt as he ſhou'd be, and I uncreft as 1 
ſhould be—Look'e, fifter, I have no ſupernatural 
gifts I can't ſwear I cou'd refiſt the temptation 
—though I can ſafely promiſe to avoid it; and 
that's as much as the beft of us can do. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Aimwell and A-cher, laughing. 

Arch. And the aukward kindneſs of the good 
motherly old woman, | 

Aim. And the coming ealineſs of the young one. 
—Sdeath, tis a pity to deceive her. 

Arch. Nay, if you adhere to thoſe principles, top 
where you are. ; 

Aim. I can't ſtop, for I love her to diſtraction. 

Arch. Sdeath, if you love her a hair's breadth 
beyond diſcretion, you muſt go no farther. 

Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from 
ſauntering away our idle evenings at White's, 
Tom's, or Will'—ZBut now 

Arch. Aye, now'is the time to prevent all this. 
— Strike while the iron is hot. This prieſt is the 
tuckieſt part of our adventure; he ſhall marty you, 
and pimp for me. But if the plot lies as I ſuſpect, 
—] myſt put on the gentleman.— But bere 
comes the doctor. I ſhall be ready. [ Exit, 

Enter Foigard. 
Foig. Save you, noble friend. 4 | 
| Aim, O Sir, your ſervant. Pray, doctor, may I 
crave your name ? 


, 


N 


Mei Sul, Mine Nas all that pleaſurt to come. 


* 


| Foig. Fat naam is upon me? Hy naam is Foi- 
Bards Jo: "0 


% 


* 


__ Aim. Foigard a very good name for a cler gy- 
— ng Doctor Foigard, were you ever in Ire- | 
_ | 
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ty 


Arch. Right again; why then, doctor, you ſhall 


* 


Faoigs* 


ar to the lady inſtead of the count. 
F 


at, my cuſſen to the lady! Upon my 


Foig. Ireland! no, joy. Fat ſort of plaace is dat ſhoul, gra, dat's too much upon the brogue. 


ſaam ireland? Dey ſay, de people are catch'd dere 

when dey are young. 
Aim. And ſome of em here, when they are | 

old—as for example— Takes Foigard by the ſhoul- 


ment; you're a ſubject of England, and this morn- 
ing ſhewed. me a commiſſion, 
as Chaplain in the French army. This is death by 
our law, and your reverence muſt hang for it. 


news you tell me; fader Faigard a ſubject of Eng- 


land! the fon of a burgomaſter of Bruſſela, a ſubject enterprize. 


of England! Ubooboo. 
Aim. The ſon. of a bog-trotter in Ireland! Sir, 
your tongue will condemn you before any bench in 
_ kingdom. 
oig. And is my tongue all evidenſh, joy? 
5 That's — f N "Y 5 
Feig. No, no, joy, for I will never ſpeak Engliſh 
no more. 
Aim. Sir, I have other evidence Here, Martin, 
you know this fellow. | 
. | Enter Archer, <# 
Arch. | In a bro we] Saave you, my dear euſſen, 
how does your health! 
 Foig. Ah! upon my ſhoul dere is my countryman, 
and his brogue will hang mine. [ Afide.} Mynhere, 
Ick wit neat watt bey zackty Ick Univerſton ewe neat, , 
ſacrament. 


| 


- 


Aim. Altering your language won't do, Sir; this 


. 


_— knows your perſon, and will ſwear to your 
ace, 

— Faaſh! Fey, is dere brogue upon my faaſh 

Arch. Upon my ſoulvation dere is, joy———But,. 
cuflen Mackſhage, vill you not put a remembrance 
upon me ? 

Foig. Mackſhane! by St. Paatrick, dat is my 
naame ſhure enough. [ Afede. 

Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have it. 

Foig. The devil hang you, — 55 ——?7 fat 
acquaintance are yau my cuſſen? 

Arch. O, de devil hang yourſelf, joy; you know 
we were little boys togeder upon de ſchool, and 
your foftes-moder's fon was marry d upon my nurſe's 
chiſter, joy, and fo we are Irith cuſſens. 

Feig. De devil take de relation! Vel joy, and fat 
ſchool was it? « 

Arch. I think it wasAay—"twas Tipperary. 

Faig.. Now, upon my ſhoul, joy, it was Kilkenny. 

Aim. That's enough for us—Self confeſſion 
Come, Sir, we muſt deliver you into the hauds of 


the next magifrate. 
Arch. He ſends you to gaol, you're try'd next | ſome pretty employment in the law, and be as ſaug - 


aſſizes, and away you go ſwing into purgatory. 
Foig. And is it ſo wid you, cuſſen? 
Arch. It vil be ſo vid you, cuſſen, if you don't 
immediately confeſs the ſecret between you and Mrs. 


by which you ſerved | 


F. 
Enter 
Foig. Upon my ſhoul, noble friend, dis is ſtrange | 


Arch. Come, come, doctor, confderi we have got 


rope about your neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, 
we'll top 


your wind-gipe, moſt certainly: we ſhall 


| have another job for you in a day or two, I hope. 
der.] Sir, I arreft you as a traitor againft the govern- | 


Aim. Here's company comingthis way; let's into 


my chamber, and there concert. our affairs farther. 
Arch. Come, my dearcuiſen, comealong. { Exennt., 


iz. Arra, the devil taake our relaſhion. 
— Boniface, Hounflow and Bagſhot, at ene Door, 
Gibbet at the oppoſite. | 


Gib. Well, gentlemen, tis a fine night for aut 


Hounſ. Dark as hell. | 
Bag. And blows like the devil. Our landlord, 


here, has ſhew'd us the window where we muſt break 
in, and tells us the plate ſtands in the wainſcot cup- 
| * 


board in the parlour. 

Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bagſhot, as the ſaying is, knives 
and forks, cups and cans, tumblers and tankards. 
There's one tankard, as the ſaying is, that's 


near upon as big as me; it was a preſent to the ſquire 


from his godmother, and ſmells of nutmeg and toaft* 
like an Eaſt-India ſhip. 

Hounſ. Then you ſay we muſt divide at the ſtair- 
head ? | 


Bon. Yes, Mr. Hounflow, as the faying i 
At one end of the gallery lies my Lady Bountiful and. 
her daughter; and, at the other, Mrs Sullen—As 
for the — 1 —— N 

Cib. He's ſafe enough; I have fairly enter'd him 
and he's more than half ſeas over aliready——— But: 


that, egad, I was aſham'd to be ſeen in their come: 
any. | 
Ly Bon. Tis now twelve, as the ſaying is Gentle 
men, you muſt ſet, out at one. | . 
Gib. Hounſlow, do you and Bagſhot fee our arms 
fix'd, and I'll come to you preſently. h 
 Hounſ. and Bag. We will. [ Exeunt. 
Gib. Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me that 
Scrub is a coward, a 
Ben. A chicken, as the ſaying is——You'li have 
no creature to deal with but the ladies. 8 
Gib. And I can aflure you, friend, there's a great 
deal of addreſs and good-manners in robbing a lady; 


velled the road——But, my dear Bonny, this prize 
we ſhall bring ofi three or four thouſand pound. 


is, YOU may. 


Gib. Why then, Tyburn, I defy thee; I'lt get up 


to town, fell. of my horſe and arms, buy myſelf 
and as honeſt as e er a long gown of em all, 


ter Cherry for a wife? ' 


Gipſey=——Look'e, Sir, the gallows or the ſecret, deis I adore, as the ſong goes; but it is a "maxim, 


take your choice. 
Foig. The gallows! Upon my ſhoul I hate that 
ſhame gailows, for it is a diſeaſhe dat is fatal to our 


family—Vel, den, there is nothing, ſhentlemens, | * 
but Mrs. Sullen wou'd ſpeak wid de count in her 
chamber, at midnight; and dere is no harm, joy, for 


I am to conduct the count to de plaaſh mvſel#. 
Arch. As I gueſs'd—Have you communicated the 
matter to the co | 


they ſhould, the 


power to hang one another; for 
Lord have-mercy upon them both. 


rn. 
aer. 


| Bon, 


Feig. I have not hen him lance,  * 


fuch a parcel of fcoundrels are got about him there, 


I am the moſt a gentleman that way that ever tra- 
will be a galleon, a Vigo buſineſs—-- warrant you 


Bon. In plate, jewels, and money, as the ſaying. 


Bon. And what think you, then, of my daugh- - 
Gib. Look'e, my dear Bonny, Cherry is the god- 
that man and wife ſhould never have it in their 


[ Exeunt.- 


SCENE continues. Kn without. 
Enter Boniface. ; 
MIN, coming A coach and fix 


foaming horſes at this timg o night! Some 
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great man, 25 the ſaying is, „t. roo war 


with other people. 

Sir Cha. What, fellow! a public-howſe, and a- 
bed when other people ſleep! 

Bos. Sir, I an't a-bed, as the ſaying i is. - 

Sir Cha. I ſee that, as the ſaying is! Is Mr. Sul- 
len s family a- bed, think'e ? 

| Bon. All but the ſquire himſelf, Sir, as the ſaying 

is; he's in the houſe. 

. Sir Cha. What company has he? : 

Bon. Why, Sir, there's the conſtable, Mr. Gage 
the exciſeman, the hunch- back d barber, and two or 
three other gentlemen. 

Sir Cha. I find my ſiſtex's letters gave me. the true 
picture of her ſpouſe. a 

Enter Sullen, drunk. 

_ Bon. Sir, here's the ſquire. 

Sub The puppies left me en. 

- Sir Cha. Well, Sir. 

Sul. Sir, I am an unfortunate man — I have 


three thouſand pounds a year, and I can t get a man | 


to drink a cup of ale with me. 

Sir Cha. That's very hard. 

Sul. Ay, Sir—And unleſs you have pity upon 
me, and ſmoak one pipe with me, 1 muſt e en go 
home to my wife ; and I had rather go to the devil, 
by half. 

Sis Cha. But, I prefume, Sir, you won't ſee 
your wife to-night; the'll be gone to bed. Von 
don't uſe to lie with your wife in that pickle? 

Sul. What! not lie with my wife! Why, Sir, 
&o you take me for an atheiſt, or a rake? 

Sir Chg. If you hate her, Sir, I think you bad 
better lie from her. 

Sul. I think ſo too, friend; but I am a Juſtice of 
peace, and muſt do nothing againſt the law. 

Sir Cha, Law! As I take it, Mr. Juſtice, no- 
body obſerves law for law's ſake, only tor the good 
of thoſe for whom is was made. 

Sul. But if the law orders. me to ſend you to 
gaol, you muſt he there, my friend. 

Sir Cha, Not unleſs 1 commit a crime to de- 
ſerve i ik, 

Sal, A crime q Oons, #n't I married! __ 

Sir Cha. Nay, Sir, if you call marriage a crime, 

ou muſt diſown it for a law. 
Sul. Ehl—l mutt be acquainted with you, Sir— 
But, Sir, I ſhould be very glad to know the truth 
of this matter. 


Sir Cha. Tyuth, Sir, is a praſound fea, and fes 


there be that dare wade deep enough to fiud the 
bottom on t. Beſides, Sir, I'm afraid the line of 
your underſtanding mayn't be long enough. 

Sul. Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to fay to your 
ſea of truth; but if a good parcel of land can in- 
title a man to a little truth, I bave as much as any 
he in the county. 


Bop. I never heard your worſhip, as the faxing 


is, talk ſo much before, 

Sul. Becauſe I never met with a man that L lk” 0 
before. 

Bon. Pray, Sir, as the ſaying is, let me aſk. you 
one queſtion : Are not man and wife one fleſh ? 


Sir. Cha. You and your wife, Mr. Guts, atay be |. 
one fleſh, becauſe You are nothing eilſc—But rational 


creatures have minds that mult be united. 
Sul. Minds! 


1 


Sir Cha. Ay, minds, Sir. Don't you think chat | 


the mind takes place of the boay ? * 
Sul. In ſome people. 
Sir Cha. Then the intereſt of the maſter muſt be 
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Sal. Sir, you ſhalt dine with me to-morrow 
Qons, I always thought that we were naturally one. 
| $i Che. Sir, I know that my two hands are natu- 
rally one, becauſe they love one another, and help 
one another in all actions of life; but 1 cou'd not 
ſay ſo much if they were always at cuffs, 

Ful. Then tis plain that we are two. 

Sir Cha. Why don't you * wich ber, Sir? 

Sul. Will you take her, Sir? 

Sir Cha. With all my heart. 

Sul. You ſhall have her to-morrow morning, and 
a veniſon paſty into the bargain. 

Sir Che. You'll let me have her fortune too ? 

Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, 1 have no quarrel to her 
fortune —l hate only the woman, Sir, and none but 
the woman ſhall go. 

Sir Cha. But her fortune, 8 

Sul. Can you play at whift, Sic? 

Sir Cha. No, truly, Sir. 

Sul. Nor at all- fours ? 

Si- Cha. Neither. 

Sul. Oons! where was this man bred.— Afide. ] 
—Burn me, Sir, 1 can't go homey tis but two 
o'clock. 

Sir Cha. For half an hour, ir, if you pleaſe. 
—But you muſt cogfider tis late. 

Sul. Late! that's the reaſon I can't go to bed 
Come, Sir [ Exeunc. 
Enter Cherry, runs acroſs the Stage, and knocks at 

Aimwell's Chamber-door. Euter Aimwell, in bis 

Night-cap and Gown. 
| Aim. What's the matter? You tremble, child; 
you're frighted | 

Cher. No wonder, Sir—But in ſhort, Sir, this 
very minute a gang of rogues are gone to rob my 
Lady Bountiful's houſe. | 

Aim. How ! 

Cher. 1 dogg'd 'em to the very door, and left em 
breaking in. 

Aim. Have you alarm'd any body elſe with the 
news ? 
| Cher, No, no, Sir; I wanted to have diſcover'd 
— whole plot, and twenty other things, to your 
man Martin; but l haye ſearch'd the whole houſe, 
and can't find him; where is he? 

Aim. No matter, child; will you guide me im- 
mediately to the houſe? 
| Cher. With all my heart, Sir; my Lady Bounti-- 
ful is my godmother, and 4 love Mrs. Dorinda ſo 
— Hͤ— 

Aim. Dorinda! the name inſpires me; the glory 
and the danger ſhall be all my own.—Come, my 
= let me but get my (word, [ Exeunt. 
SCENE changes ts the Bed-tbamber in Lady Boun- 

tiful's Hoaje. 
Eater Mrs. Sullen, ard Dorinda, #ndrejs'd; a Table 
and Ligbts- 
Dor. Tis very late, fiiter, no news of your 
ſpouſe, yet ? 

M.. Sul. No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till to- 
wards four, and then, perhaps, I may be executed 
with his company. 

Dor. Well, my dear, [li leave you to your reft; 
you'll go directly to bed, I ſuppoſe. 

Ars. Sl. I don't know what to do; heigh hol 
Der. That's a dehring figh, bſter, 

Mrs; Sul. This is a languitbiag hour, filter. 
Dar. And might prove a critical minute, if the 
pretty fellow were here. 

Mrs. Sul. Here! What, in my bed-chamber, at 
two g*clock i'th* morning, I unare(s'd, the family 


coalulted before that of the ſervagt. 


alleep, my hated huſband abroad, 4 my lovely fel- 
wat my fee 0 gad, fifers 
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_Dpr- ts are free, ſiſter, and them I allow 
you. So, my dear, good night. 
Mrs. Su}. A good reft to my dear Dorinda 


Thoughts are free! are they fo * Why then, fup-| | 
poſe him here, drefs'd like z youthful, gay, and 


burning bridegroom, Here Archer ftcals out of the 
ehfer.] with tongue enchanting, eyes bewitching, 
knees imploritig. [Fra @ /ittle on one fide, and ſees 
Archer iu the poſture ſhe deferibes.} Ah! [ Sbrieks, 
ond runs to the other fide of the flage.] Have my 
man or a devil? þ 
Arth..A man, a men, Madam. [ Rifirg. 
' Mrs. Sul. How ſhall I be ſure of it? 
' Arth. Madam, 1'll give you demonſtration this 
minute. 61] [Takes ber Bund. 
.. Sul. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude 
Arch. Yes, Madam, if vou ple iſe. ar | 
Mrs. Fal. In the name of wonder, whence cume ye? 
Arch. From the ſkies, Madam—l'm 2 Jupiter 
in love, and you ſhall be my Alemena. 
Mrs. Sul. How came you in? | 
Arch. I flew in at the window, Madam; your 
couſin Cupid lent me his wiags, and your fitter 
Venus open'd the caſement. 
Mrs. Sul. I'm ſtruck dumb with admiration. | 
- Arch. And 1 with wonder. [Looks paſporatcl at! 
ber.] How beautiful ſhe looks !-——the reeming 
jolty fpriag ſmiles in her blooming face, add when 
ſhe was conceiv'd her mother ſmeit to roſes, look'd 
on lie ' i 2 
Lilies unfold their white, their fragrant charms, 
When the warm ſun thus darts into their arms. 


| [ Runs to ber. 
Mrs. Sul. Ah! \Sbrieks.} 


Arch. Oons, Madam, what do you mean? You'll| 


raiſe the houſe. | 

Mrs. Sul. Sir, I'll wake the dead before I'l bear 
this.-What! approach me with the freedom of a 
keeper.——}'m glad on't-——Yoyr impudence has. 
cur'd me. | . F 
. Arch. If this be impudence, [Xneeds.] I leave to 
your partial felf; no panting pilgrim, after a tedi- 
ous, painful voyage, e er bow'd before his ſaint 
with more devation. | 


Erie. 


thoughts rais'd a ſpirit ?—— What are jou, Sir, 4 the fellow mean? 


Mrs. Fal. You ſhall kill me firſt. 
Mrs. Ful. Nr murd era [ 
Enter Scrub, in bis Breeches, and out Shoe. 
Scrub. Thieves, thieves, murder, popery! g 
Arch. Ha! the very timorous ſtag will Kill in 
rutting time. Draws, and offers m ſtab Scrub. 
Scrub. | Kneeling.) O pray, Sir, ſpare all I have, 


| and take my life, 


| Mrr, Sul. [Holding Archer's Band.] What does 


Scrub. O Madam, down your knees, your 

marrow-bynes——he's one of them. | 
Mrs. Sul. Of whom ? , ” 
Scrub. One of the rogues—l beg your pardon, 

one of the honeſt gentlemen that juſt now are broke 

into the houſe, Spy oo 
Arch. How! nar e 
Mrs. Sul. 1 hope you did not come to fob meꝰ 

| Arch. Indeed 1 dd, Madam; but 1 would have 

taken nothing but what you might very well ha' 
ſpar'd; but your crying thieves has wak'd this 
dreaming fool, and ſa he takes em for granted. 
8 Scrub, Granted! tis granted, Sir, take all we 
ave. : Ev 
Mrs. Ful. The fellow looks 2s if he were broke 
out of Bedlam. | | 
Scrub. Oons, Madam, they're btoke into the 
houſe with fire and ſword; I ſaw them, heard 
them, they'll be here this minute. 
Arch. What, thieves! "a 
Scrub. Under favour, Sir, I think fo. " 
Ars. Sul. What ſhall we do, Sir ? 

Arch. Madam, I with your ladyſhip a good night. 
Mrs. Sul. Will you leave me? | yo 
Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did you 

command me to be gone juſt now, upon pain 

your immortal hatred ? n | 
Mrs, Sul. Nay, but pray, Sir—— [ Takes hald of him, 
Arch. Ha, ha, ha! now comes my turn to be ra- 

viſh'd You ſee, Madam, you muſt uſe men one 

way or other; but rake this by the way, go 

Madam, that none but a fool will give you the de- 

nefit of bis courage, unleſs you"'t take his low 


Mrs. Sul. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kneels. | 
[ Aſide. ] Riſe, thou proftrate engineer, not all thy 
undermining {kill ſhall reach my heart. Riſe, and 
know I am a woman witkout my ſex; I can love to 
all the tenderneſs of wiſhes, fighs and — 
go no farther— Still to convince you that I'm more 
than woman, I can ſpeak my frailty, conteſs my 
weakneſs, even for you But 

Arch. For me [ Going te lay bold on ber. 
Met. Sul. Hold, Sir, build not upon that—for 
my moſt mortal hatred, follows, if you diſabey what 
i command you now—ulcave me this minute. —[f 
he denies, I'm loft. 1222 

Arch. Then you'll promiſe | 

Mei. Sul. Any thing, another time. 

Arch. When ſhall I come? 4b 

Mrs. Sul. To-morrow; when you will, 

Arch. Your lips muſt ſeal the promiſe, 

Ars. Sul. Phaw | | 

Arch. They muſt, they muſt. [ X:fſes ber. ] Rap- 
tures and Paradiſe! And why not now, my angel? 
The time, the place, ſilence and ſecreſy, all conſpire. 


5 


—And now the conſcious ſtars have pre-ordain'd | alon 


this moment far my happineſs, ¶ Takes her in bis argys- 
Mrs. Sul. Y oy will not, cannot, ſure. | 
Arch, If the ſun rides faſt, and diſappoints not 
mortals of t9-morrgw's dawn, this night hall crown 
NY JJ ts | | 1 


* 


along with it— How are they arm'd, friend? 
Scrub. With ſword and piſtol, Bir. 
Arch, Huſh I fee a dark lanthorn coming thro® 
the gallery Madam, be aſſur d I will protect 
you, or loſe my life. | * 4 
Mer. Sul. Your life! No, Sir, they can rob me 
of nothing that I'value halt ſo much; therefore, 
naw, Sir, let me intreat you to be gone. 


Arch. No, Madam, III conſylt my own ſafety” 


for the fake of yours; I'll work by ſtratage m. Have 
vou courage enough to fland the appearance of 
them? f 
Mrs. Sui. Yes, yes, fince I have ſcap'd your, 
hands I can face any thing. e 
Arch. Come hither, brother Scrub; don't you 
know me? "0 | 
Scrub. Ey! my dear brother, let me kiſs thee. | 
>... R [| Xiges Archer. 

Arch. This way Here 


[Archer and Scrub hide behind the Bed. 


Eater Gibbet, «with a Dark-Lanthorn in one Hand, 
"0 and a Piſtol in the other. 4 
Gib. Ay, aysz this is the chamber, and the lady 
* 


©, WC 

Mrs. Sul. Who are you, Sir? What would you 

have? D'ye come to rob me? au 
Gib. Rob you! Alack-a-day, Madam, I'm only 

1 brother, Madam; and (6, Madam, if you 

n . 7 . . 4 


| 1 
Arch. Vit die with you. {Carrying her off. 


20 
make a noiſe, I'll ſhoot you through the head. | 
But don't be afraid, Madam. [ Laying bis lantborr 
ond piſtol upon the table.) Theſe rings, Madam; 
don't be concern'd, Madam; I have a profound re- 
ſpett for you, Madam; your keys, Malam ; don't be 
frighted, Madam, I'm the moſt of a gentleman. — 
[ Searching ber pockets.) This necklace, Madam; 1 
never was rude to any lady !-l have a veneration— 
for this necklace——{ Here Archer having come / ou nd, 
and ſeized the piſtel, takes Gibbet by the collar, trips 
wp bis beels, and claps the piffol to bis breaſt. 


——_— 
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Bag. Your keys, your keys, old gentle woman. 
| Enter Aimwell, | 

Aim. Turn this way, villains! I durſt engage an 
army in ſuch a capſe. * engages them both. 
| Enter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. 
Arch. Hold, hold, my lord; every man his bird, 
pray. [They engage man to man; the rogues 
| , N are thrown down an diſarm . 

Arch. Shall we kill the rogues ? 

Aim. No, no; we'll bind them. 
Arch. Ay, ay; here, Madam, lend me your 


Arch. Hold, profane villain, and take the reward garter ? 


of thy ſacrilege. 


Gib. O! pray, Sir, don't kill me; 1 a'n't 8 


Arch. How many are there of em, Scrub? 
Scrub, Five-and-forty, Sir, PI 
Arch. Then I muſt kill the villain, to have him 
out of the way. | of 
Gib. Hold, hold, Sir! we are but three, upon | 
my honour, | 
Arch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him? 
Scrub. Not I, Sir; kill him, kill him. 
Arch, Run to Gipſey's chamber, there you'l! 
fin) the doctor; bring him hither preſently. 
Exit Scrub, running. | 
Come, rogue, if you have a ſhort prayer, ſay it. 
Gib. Su, I have ng prayer at all; the govern- 
ment has provided a chaplain to, ſay prayers for us 
on theſe occaſions, | | 
M.. Ful. Pray, Sir, don't kill him you fright 
me a5 much az him: by” | 


Ach. The dog all die, Madam, for being the | 
occaſion of my diſappointment——Sirrah, this mo- 


ment is your laſt. | 
Gth. Sir, Il give you two hundred pounds. to 

ſpare mY, life. hp 
Arch, Have you no more, raſcal? 


To Mrs. Sullen, who fand by bim. 
Mr. Sul: The devil's in this fellowz he fights, 
loves, and banters, all in a breath. Here's a cord, 
that the rogues brought with them, I ſuppoſe. 
Ab. Right, right, the rogue's deſtiny, a rope 
to hang himſelſ—Come, my lord, this is but a 
ſcandalous ſort of an office ¶ Binding the rogues 
tagether.]—If our adventures ſhould end in this fort 
of hangman work; but, I hope there is ſomething 
in proſpect tha - | 
. h Enter Scrub. 
Well, Scrub, have you ſecured your Tartar? 
Scrub. Yes, Sir, I left the prieft and him diſ- 
puting about religion. | | 


1 


Aim. And pray carry theſe gentlemen to reap the 
benefit of the controverſy. | 
— 0-29 the priſoners to Scrub, who leads them out. 
rs. Sul. Pray, filter, how came my lord here? 
Dor. And pray, how came the gentleman here ? 
Mrs. Sul. III tell you the greateſt piece of vil. 
ainy. | [ They talk apart. 
Aim, 1 fancy, Archer, you have been more ſuc- 
cefsfy] in your adventures than the houſe- breakers. 
Arch, No matter for my adventure, youis is the 
principal—l'reſs her this minute to marry you 


Gib. Yes, Sir, I can command four hundred ; but nov while ſhe's hurried between the palpitation of 


].muſt reſerye two of om, to fave my life at the 


ſeſſions. 8 a 
| Enter Serub and Foigard. 
Arch. Here, doctor; 1 fuppoſe Scrub and you, 
between you, may manage him— Lay hold of him. 
| * [Foigard lays bed of Gibbet. 
Gib. What! turn'd over to the prieſt already — 
Look'e, doctor, you come before your time; 1 a'n't 
condemn's yer, I thank ye. | | 
Foig. Come, my dear joy, 1 vil-ſecure your body 
and your ſhoul too; 1 vil make you a good catholic, 
MI \ you an abſolution. 7 
 Gib. Abſolution! Can rocure mę à pardon, 
Fig * * d | 
F:ig. No, joy- | 
Gib. Then you and your abſolution may go to 
the devi. 2 4 
Areb. Convey him into the cellar; there bind 
him: —tske the piſtol, and if he offers to reſiſt, 
ſhoot him thro* the head—and come back to us 
with all the ſpeed you can. *. a 
Scrub. Ay, ay; come, doctor, do you hold him 
faſt, and l'il guard him. LExeunt. 
Mes. Sul. But how came the doctor? * 
Arch. In ſhort, Madam [S triatiag without.) 
*$ieath! the rogues are at work with thg. other 
I dies but I muſt fly to their aſſiſtance— Will you 
ſtay here, !Aadam, or venture yourſelf wittr me? 


* 


Mrs. Sul. Ok, dear Sir, with yu. | 
Il Fates bim by the arm, and exeunt, 

ICENE changes te anotber Part of tbe Heuſe. 
Enter Hounſlow drogging in Lady Bountiful, ard 
Bagſhot bauling in Dorinda; the rogues 4witb 
Suu di drawn, * "y 


her fear, and the joy of her deliverance; now while 
the tide of her ſpirits is at high flood throw your- 
ſelf at her feet, ſpeak ſome romantic nonſenſe or 
other — confound her ſenſes, bear dewn her reaſon, 
and away with her——The prieſt is now in the cel- 
lar, and dares not refuſe to do the work. 

Aim. But how ſhall I get off without being ob- 
ſerved? 7 a 

* Arch. You a lover! and not find a way to get 
off. -Let me ſee. 
Aim. You bleed, Archer. : 

Arch: Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this wound will 

do the buſineſs. I'll amuſe the old lady and Mrs. 
Sullen about dteſſing my wound, while you carry off 


Dorinda. 5 
Enter Lady Bountiſul. 


L. Boun. Gentlemen, could we underſtand how 
you would be gratified for the ſervices 
Arch. Come, come, my lady, this is no time for 
compliments; I'm wounded, Madam. 
L. Boun. and Mrs. Ful. How, wounded ! 
Dor. 1 hope, Sir,' you have received no hurt! - 
Aim. None but what you may cure 
| vr 2 90021 Ff Makes love in dumb fbew. 
L. Bous. Let me ſee your arm, Sir] muſt have 
ſome powder-ſuger to ſtop the blood—O me !—an 
ugly gaſh; upon my word, Sir, you muſt go to bed. 
Arch. Ay, my lady, a bed would do very well 
Madam, [To Mrs. ＋ will you do me the 
favour to conduct me to a chamber ? 
| WP. Boeun. Do, dv; daughter—while I get the lint, 
and the probe; and the plaifter ready. | 
Runs out ene way, Aim. carries off Dor. anothe- 
Arch. Come, Madam, why don't you vbey you! 


Heun, Come, come, your jewele, miſtreſs, 


mother's commands! 


_ Aa Oat A aA aid 


the confidence to aſk me? 


ſouſe into the ſea, like the ediftone. 


| had a friend in fort beforc. 


brave — And were your whole ſex drawn out for me 


myſelf unequal to the 


| Your fortune: —but the beauties of your mind and | | 
. like al | 


piſtreſs | 


. Mrs. Sul. How can you, after what is paſt, have 


Arch. And, if you go to that, how can you, 
after what is paſt, have the confidence to deny me ? 
— Was not this blood ſhed in your defence, and my 
lite expoſed for your protection? Look'e, Madam, 
I'm none of your romantic fools, that fight giants 
and monſters for nothing; my valour is downright 
Swiſs; I am a ſoldier of fortune, and muſt be paid. 

Mrs. Sul. Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to upbraid 
me with your ſervices, 

Arch. Tis ungenerous in you, Madam, not to 
reward em. - 
Me. Sul. How! at the expence of my honour ? 

Arch. Honour! Cin honour confiſt with ingra- 
tituJe? If you would deal like a woman of honour, 
do like a man of honour. D'ye think 1 would deny 
you in ſuch a caſe? | | 

| Enter Gipſey. 

. Gip. Madam, my lady ordered me to tell you, 
that your brother is below, at the gate. 

Mrz. Sul. My brother! Heavens be prais'd ?— 
Sir, he ſhall thank you for your ſervices, he has it 
in his power. | - 

Arch. Who is your brother, Madam? 

Mrs. Sul. Sir Charles Freeman. You'll excaſe 
me, Sir, I muſt go and receive him. 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman !*Sdeath and hell! 
my old acquaintance. Now, unleſs Aimwell has 
made good uſe of his time, all our fair machine goes 
[ Exit. 
SCENE changes to the Gallery in the ſame Houſe. 

Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. 


Dor. Well, well, my lord, you have conquered. 
Your late generous action, will, I hope, plead for 
my eaſy yielding; though, I muſt own, your lordſhip 


L 


Aim. The ſweets of Hybla dwell upon her tongue, 

—— Here, docto ; 
Enter Foigard with a Book. 

Feig. Are you prepared, bote? 

Dor. I'm ready: but firſt, my lord, one word 
I have a frightful example of a haſty marriage in 
my own family; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks 
me. Pray, my lord, conſider a little 

Aim. Conſider! Do you doubt my honour, or 
love ? 

Dor. Neither. 


I do believe you equally juſt as 


to chuſe, I ſhou'd not caſt a look upon the multi- 
tude, if you were abſent———But, my lord, I'm a 
woman: colours, concealments, may IKide a thou- 


| Cand faults in me Therefore know me better firſt; | 
I hardly dare affirm I know myſelf in any thing ex- 


cept my love. 
Aim. Such goodneſs who cou'd injuie? I find 
talk of villain. She has 
gained my ſoul, and made it honeſt like her own—1 
cannot hurt her. [ Afide.] Doctor, retire, [ Exit 
Foigard-J Madam, behold. your lover and your erer 
ſelyte, and judge of my mage Be, COnverſfion— 
I'm all a lye, nor dare I give a tian. to your arms; 
I'm all a counterfeit, except my paſſion. E 
Dor, Forbid it, Heaven! A counterfeit! : 
Aim. I am no lord, but a poor needy man, come 
with a mean and ſcandalous gefign, to prey upon 


. 
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Aim. Brother to the man whoſe title ! uſurped, 
but ſtranger to his hopour or his fortune. 

Dor. Matchleſs honeſty! Once I was proud, 
Sir, of your wealth and title, but now am prouder 
that you want it, Now I can ſhew my love was 
juſtly leveiled, and had no aim but love,-DoRar, 
come in. . | A 
Enter Foigard at one Door; Gipſey at anauther, who 

whiſpers Dorinda. N 

Your pardon, Sir; we ſha'n't want you now Sir. 

You muſt excuſe me— 'I wait on you, preſently. 
[Exit wi - Gipſey. 

Foig. Upon my ſhaul, now dis is fooliſh. [Exil. 

Aim. Gone! and bid the prieſt depart lt has 
an ominous took. | 

Enter Archer. 
Arch. Courage, 'Tom—Shall I wiſh you joy! 
Aim, No. {215 | 
Arch. Oons! man, what ha' you been doing? 
Aim. O, Archer, my hoacſty, 1 tear, has reified 
me. 

Arch. How |! TET 99 

Aim. I have diſcotered myſelf. 

Arth. Diſcovered! And without my conſent? 
What! Have I embark'd my ſma.l remains in th 
ſame bottom with yours, amd you diſpoſe of all 
without my partnerſhip? | 

Aim. O, Archer, I own my fault. 

Arcb. After convition—""Tis. then too late for 
pardon— Vou may remember, Mr. Aimwell, that 
you propos'd this folly-- Az you bean, fo end it. 
Henceforth I'll hunt my fortune fingle—So farewel. 

Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but à minute. 

Arch. Stay! What, to be deſpis'd, expos d, and 
laughed at —No, I would ſooner change condi- 
tions with the worſt of the rogues we juſt now 
bound, than bear one ſcornful ſmile from the proud 
knight that once 4 treated-as my equak + 

Aim. What knight; 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman, brother to the lady 
that 1 had almoſt But no matter for that; tis 
a curled night's work, and ſo I leave you to make 
the beſt ont. ä | | 

Aim. Freeman l One word, Archer. Still 1 
have hopes; me thought ſhe received my confeſſion 
with pleaſure. 18 6 

Arch. Sdeath, who doubts it? 

Aim. She conſented after to the match z and fil 
I dare believe ſhe will be juſt. | 

Arch. To herſelf, I wartant her, as you ſhou'd 
have been. | N 


comes. 
Enter Dorinda, mighty gay. 
Der. Come, my dear lord fly with impatience 
to your arm The minutes of my abſence were a 
tedious year, Where's this prieſt ? 
a | Enter Faigard. 

Arch. Oons, a brave girl! ; 

Dor. 1 ſuppoſe, my lord, this gentleman is privy 
to our affairs? 1 by ; 

Arch. Yes, yes, Madam, I'm to be your father. 

Der. Come, prieft, do your office. 
+ Arch. Make haſte, make haſte, couple 'em any 
way. [Takes Aimwell's band.] Come, Madam, 
I'm to give EO — 

Dor. My mind's altered; I won't. 
Arch. Eh e | 


" ” 


perſon have ſo won me from myſelf, t 
truſty ſervant, I prefgr the intereſt of m 
to my own. 


Der. Pray, Sir, who arg you ? 


SE » 


oO 


Aim, I'm confounded: .. 
Foig. Upon my ſhoul, and ſo is my ſhelf. 
Arch. What's the matter now, Madam ? 


Dor, Lock'e, Sir, one generous aGicn deſe ve: 


4 


[ 2 


Aim. By all my hopes ſhg, comes, and ſmiling, 


N 


another This gentle man's honour obliged him 
ta hide nothing from me; my juitice engages me to 
conceal nothing from him; in ſhort, Sir, you are 
the perſon that you thought you counterteited ; you 
are the true Lord Viſcount Aimwel!, and I with your 
lor1ſhip joy. Now, prieſt, you may be gone; if my 
lord'is now pleas'd with the match, let his lordſhip 
marry me in the face of the world. 
Aim. Archer, what does the mean? 
or» Here's a witneſs for my truth, 
© nter Sir Charles and Mrs. Sullen. 

Sir Cla. My dear Lord Aimwell, 1 wiſh you joy. 
Aim. Of what? 

S.r Cha. Of your honour and eſtate. Your bro- 
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public good, and muſt be communicated to the 
— NY». 0 of 

115. Martin, 4 _— 

Father, being afreid ef an impeactment by t 
8 are i ed lj i: — F but if you 
can procure bim a parden, be make great 1 
\ that may be uſefel te the countrys CC. d 1 e met 
yew injtead of your maſler to-night, I ve have de- 
livered myſelf in'9 your hands, wvith a ſum that much 
po > that in your firong box, which I have ſent you 
with an aſſurance to my daar Martin, that I ſha 
ever be bis mf} falthful friend till death, 
0 6 Cherry Boniface. 

There's a billet-doux for you As for the father, l 


ther died the day before | left London; and all your | think he ought to be eacouraged; and for the daugh - 


friends have writ af.cr you to Bruflels z among the 
re}, I did myſeit the honour, 


pow?. ., * } 
Sir Cha, Tis truth, upon my honour, 


Aim. Thaakz to the pregnant flars that formed 


this accident. 


' ter—pray, my lord, perinade your bride to take 
her into her {ſervice inſtead of Gipſey. 


Arch, Heark'e, Sir knight, don't you banter Aim, I can aGure you, Madam, your deliverance 


was owing to her diſcovery. 

Der. Your command, my lord, will do, without 
the obligation. I'll take care of her. 
Sir. Cha. This good company mrets opportunely 


+ Arcb. Thanks to the womb of time that brought in favour of a deſign I have in behalf of my unfor- 


it forth; away with. it. 


o 


| tunate ſiſter, I intend to part her from her huſ- 


Aim. Thanks to my guardian angel, that led me band—Gentlemen, will you affiſt me? 


to the prize 

Arch. And .double tha 
Charles Freeman. My lord, I wiſh you joy -M 
lady, I with you joy——l gad, Sir Freeman, you're 
the honeſteſt fellow living Sdeath, I'm grown 
ſtrangely airy upon this matter My lord, how 
dye — 4A word, my lord. Don't vou remember 


5 — Dotinda's band. 
n 


| Arch. Aſſiſt you! 'Sdeath, who wou'd not? 


to the noble Sir Foig. Ay, upon my ſhoul, we'll all aſhiſt. 


"RT Emer Sullen. 8 
Sul. What's all this? They tell. me, ſpouſe, that 

you had like to have been robb'd. - 
Mrs. Sul. Truly, ſpouſe, I was pretty near 1. 

had not theſe two gentlemen interpos d. S + 


ſomething of a pzevious agreement that intitles me | S“. How came theſe gentlemen here ? 


to the moiety of this lady's fortune, which, 1 
think, will amount to ten thouſand pounds? 
Aim. Not a penny, Archer. You wou'd ha' cut 
my throat juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive 
this lady. 

Arch. Ay, and I'll cut your throat till, if you 
mou'd deceire her now. | | 
Aim. That's what þ expect; and to end the JiC- 
pute, the lady's fortune is twenty thouſand pounds; 
we'll divide ſtakes; take the twenty thouland 
pounds, or the lady. | 
Der. How ? ls your lordſfiip fo indifferent? 
Ar:b. No, no, no, Madam, his lordihip knows 


Ars. Sul. That's his way: of returning thanks, 
you muſt know. | 1 

Foig- Av, but upon my conthience de queſtion be 
| a-propos, for all dat. bd 
| Sir Cha. You promis'd leſt night, Sir, that you 
Would deliver your lady to me, this morning. 
{ Sel. Humph, | 
| Arch. Humpn! What do vou mean by humph? 
ic, you ihall deliver hes In ſhort, Sir, we 
have faved you and your family; and if you're not 
chil, we'll unbind the rogues, join with em, and 
ſet fire to your houſe ————— What does the man 
mean? Not part wita his wife. - N 


* 


very well that L' take the money; I leave you to! Feig. Arra, not part wid your wife! Upon my 


his lordſhip, and ſo we're bath provide for. 
| Enter Foigard. 


Feig. Arra fait, de people do ſay you be all robb'd, 
Joy. | 


Aim. T he ladies have been in ſome danger, Sir, 
as you faw, | : 


Foig. Upon my ſhoul our inn be rob too. 
Aim. Our ian! By whom? 
' Foig. Upon my ſhalvation, our landlord has robb'd 
himie:f, and run away wid de money. 
Arch, Robbed himſelf! | 
| Foig. Ay fait? agd me too of a hundred pounds. 
Arch. Robb'd you of a hundred pounds 
Foig. Yes, fait, honey, that I did owe to him. 
Aim. Our money's gone, Frank. 
cb. Rot the money, my wench is gone 
Sfavez vous queique choſe de Madamoiſelle Cherry ? 
nter a Feilow with a firong Box and Letter. 
Fell. Is there one Martin here? | 
Arch. Ay, ay=-who whnts tim? 
Fell. I. have a box, here, and a letter for him. 
Arch. | Taking tle box.] a, ha, ha, what's here? 
Legerderoain! By this light, my lord, our money 
agate, Brit this unfolds the riddle. (Open- the 
dieiter, Faw, | Hum, hum, hum, tis for the 


— 


Foul, de man doſh not underſtand common ſhivility. 
| Mrs. Sal. Hold, gentlemen, all things here muſt 
move by confent. Compulſion woald tpoil us, Lec 
my dear and I talk the matter over, and you ſhall 
3 adgze it between Us, f a | 
Ful. Let me know firſt, ho ste to be our judges. 
| Pray, Sir, who are you ? 

Sir Cbu. | am Sir Charles Freeman, come to take 
away your wife, p 

Ful. And you, good Sir? 4 | 

Aim. Thomas Viſcouat Aimwe!), come to take 
away your lifter. a ö 

Sul. And you, pray Sir? 

Arcb. Francis Archer, Eſq. com 

Sul. To take away my mother, I hope Gentle- 
men, yeu're heartily welcome. I never met with 
three more obliging people ſince I was born — Aud, 
Nr: my dear, If you pleaſe, you ſhall have the ht 
word. 
| Arch, And the laſt, for five pounds, EFT 

Mrs. Su. Spouſe. _— 

Fa Rib. 8 a 
| 15: Sal. How long have you been marty'd“ 
| $47. By the almanack, fourteen moaths—but by 
my account, tourteen „ears. 
.. Sal. Tis thereabout by my reckoning 


A 


ns 


| 
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Feig. Upon my conſhience dere accounts vil agree. 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, ſpouſe, what did you marry for? 
Sul. To get an heir to my eftate. 

Sir Cha. And have you eded ? | 

Sul. No. 

Arch. The condition fails of his fide—Pray, Ma- 
dam, what did you marry for? | 

* Mrs. Sul. To ſupport the weakneſs of my e by 

the ſtrength of his, and to enjoy the pleaſures of an 

agreeable ſociety. 
Sir Cha. Are your expectations anſwer'd ? 
Mrs. Sel. No. 
Foig. Arra honies, a clear caaſe, a clear caaſe! 
Sir Cha. What are the bars to your mutnal con- 
tentment? : 
4 Mrs. Sul. In the ſirſt place, I can't drink afe with 
im. 
Sul. Nor can I drink tea with her. 


Mrs. Sul. I can't hunt w:th you. | 


Sul, Nor can I dance with you. 
Mrs. Sul. 1 hate cocking and racing. 
Sul. I abhor ombre and piequet. 
M.:. Sul. Your filence is intolerable. 
S1, Your prating is worſe, 
Mrs. Sul. Is there on earth a thing we can agree 
in? 
Sul. Ves — to part. 
Mrs. Sul. With all my heart. 
Sul. Your hand. | 
AMrs. Sul. Here. 
4 Sul. Theſe hands joined us, theſe ſhall part us 
way ; 
M.:. Sul. Eaſt. 
Sul. Welt. 
Mrs. Sul. North. | 
Sal. South; lar as the poles aſunder. 


yell 


23 
Foig. Upon my ſhoul, a very pretty ſheremony. 
Sir Cha. Now, Mr. Sullen, there wants only my 
ſiſter's fortune to make us eaſy. \ 
Sul. Sir Charles, you love your fiſter, and I love 
her fortune; every one to his fancy. 
Arch. Then you won't zefund ? 

Sul. Not a ftiver. 

Arch. What is her portion? 
| Sir Cha. Twenty thouſand pounds, Sir. 
| Arch. I'll pay it. My lord, I thank him, has 
enabled mez and, if the lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall go 
home with me. This night's adventure has prov'd 
frrangely lucky to us For Captain Gibbet, in 
his walk, has made bold, Mr. Sullen, with your 
ſtudy and eſcritore, and has taken out all the wri- 
tings of your eſtate, all the articles of marriage 
with your lady, bills, bonds, leaſes, receipts, to am 
infinite value; I took em from him, and will deli- 
| ver them to Sir Charles. 

Sul. How, my writings! my head aches conſu- 
medly, Well, gentlemen, you ſhall have her for- 
tune, but I can't talk, -lf you have a mind, Sir 
Charles, to be merry, and celebrate my ſiſter's wed- 
ding and my divorce, you may command my houfe ? 
but my head aches conſumedly—Scrub, bring me 2 
dram. 

Arch. Twou'd be hard to gueſs which of theſe 
parties is the better pleas'd, the couple join'd, or 
the couple parted ; the one rejoicing in hopes of an 
untaſted happineſs, and the otherin their deliverance 
from an experienced miſery. © 

Beth happy in their ſeveral ſtates we find; 

Theſe parted by conſent; and thoſe conjoin'd. 

Conſent, if mutual, faves the-lawyer's fee; 
Conſem is law enough to fet you free. 


| [Excunt ones. 
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